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The Joys of MARRITIAOGE. 


OW uneaſy is his Life 

Wil Who is troubled with a WIr E! 

Be ſhe ne'er ſo fair or comely, 

Be ſhe ne'er ſo foul or homely, 

Be ſhe ne'er fo young and toward, 
Be ſhe ne'er ſo old and froward, 

Be ſhe kind with Arms infolding, 

Be ſhe croſs and always ſcolding, 

Be ſhe blith or melancholy, 

Have ſhe Wit or have ſhe Folly, 

B Yet 
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Be ſhe wary, be ſhe ſquandring, 


Be the laid, or be the wandring + 
| Be ſhe conſtant, / be ſhe fickle, | RE 79, II 
Be ſhe Fire, or be ſhe ickle, 8 


Be ſhe pious or ungodly, 

Be ſhe chaſte or what ſounds odly : 
Laſtly, be ſhe good or evil, 

Be ſhe Saint, or be Fhe Devil ; 
Yet - uncaſy is his _ 
Who is marry'd to a Wir, 


If fair ſhe's ſubject to temptation, 
If foul herſelf's ſollicitation, 
If young and ſweet ſhe is too tender, 
If old and croſs no Man can mend her, 
If too kind ſhe's over-clinging, 
If a true Scold ſhe's ever ringing, 
If blith find Fiddles, or ye undo her, 
If ſad, then call a Caſuiſt to her, 
If a Wit ſhe'll ill be jeering, 
If a Fool ſhe's ever fleering, 
If too wary then ſhe'll ſhrew thees... 
If too laviſh ſhe'll undo thee, _ 
If ftaid ſhe'll mope a Year together, 
If gadding then to London with her, 
If true ſhe'll think you don't deſerve her, 
If falſe a thouſand will not ſerve her, 
Tf luſtful ſend her to a Spittle, 
If cold ſhe is for one too little, 
If ſhe be o'th* Reformation 
Thy Houſe will be a Convocation, 

If 


| I 31) 
If a Libertine then watch it, 

At the Window thou may'ſt catch it, 
If chaſte her Pride will ſoon importune, 
If a Wnokk thou know'ſt thy Fortuns': 
90 uneaſy is his Life 

Who is marry'd to a Wirk. 


Theſe are all Extremes I know, 
But all WoMaANKkinD is ſo, 
And the golden Mean to none 
Of that cloven Race is known ; 
Or to one if known it be, 
Yet that one's unknown to me. 
Some Uliſjian Traveller 
May perhaps have gone ſo far, 
As t'have found (in Spite of-Nature) 
Such an admirable Creature. 
If a Voyager there be 
Has made that Diſcovery, 
He the fam'd ODcoMBIAN gravels, 
And may reſt to write his Taxes. 


But alas | there's no ſuch Woman, 
The Calamity is common, 
The firſt Rib did bring in Ruin, 


And the reſt have ſtill been doing, 
Some by one Way, ſome another, 
Woman ſtill is Miſchief's Mother, 
And yet cannot Manx forbear, 
Tho' it coſt him ne'er fo dear. 
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Yet with me *tis out of Seaſon 


To complain thus without Reaſon, 


Since the beſt and ſweeteſt FAIR 
Is allotted to my Share: 

But, alas! I love her fo, 

That my Love creates my Woe; 
For if ſhe be out of Humour, 


Straight diſpleas'd I do preſume her, 
And would give the World to know 


What it is offends her ſo : 

Or if ſhe be diſcontented, 
Lord, how am I then tormented ! 
And am ready to perſwade her 
That I have unhappy made her; 
But if fick I then am dying, 


Meat and Med'cine both defying : 


So uneaſy is his Life 
Who is married to a Wire. 


What are then the MARRTACOE Joys 


That make ſuch a mighty Noiſe ? 


All inclos'd in one ſhort Sentence, 


Little Pleaſure, great Repentance ; 
Yet it is ſo ſweet a Pleaſure, 
To repent we ſcarce have Leiſure, 
Till the Pleaſure wholly fails, 
Save ſometimes by Intervals : 
But thoſe Intervals again, 

Are ſo full of deadly Pain, 

That the Pleaſure we have got, 
Js in Conſcience too dear bought. 
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Pox on't would WoMANKIND be free, 
What needed this Solemnity, 
This fooliſh Way of coupling ſo, 
That all the World, forſooth, muſt know? 
And yet the naked Truth to ſay, 
They are ſo perfect grown that Way, 
That if it only be for Pleaſure 
You would marry, take good Leiſure, 
Since none can ever want Supplies 
For natural Neceſlities 
Without expoſing of his Life 
To the great Trouble of a Wire. 


Why then all this great Pains-taking ? 
Why the ſighing ? why the waking ? 
Why the riding ? why the running ? 
Why the Artifice and Cunning ? 

Why the whining ? why the crying ? 
Why pretending to be dying? 

Why all this Clutter to get Wives, 
To make us weary of our Lives? 


If Fruition we profeſs 
To be the only Happineſs, 
How much happier then is he, 
Who, with the induſtrious Bee, 
Preys upon the ſeveral Sweets 
Of the various Flow'rs he meets, 
Than he who with leſs Delight 
Dulls on one his Appetite ? 


B 3 


* 
1 >» — —- m̃ — 


© 

> 

— 4 
1 


| 


; 1 — 4 Wont rn re E i ers... A IR 
— 


[6] 


Oh, *tis pleafant to be free ! 


The ſweeteſt 17iſs is Liberty; 
And tho' who with one Sweet is bleſt 
May reap: the Sweets of all the reſt 
In her alone, who' fair and true, 
As Love is all for which we ſue, 
Whoſe ſeveral Graces may ſupply 
The Place of full Variety ; 

And whoſe true Kindneſs or Addreſs 
Sums up the All of Happineſs ; 

Yet *tis better live alone, 

Free to all than ty'd to one, 

Since uneaſy is his Life 

Who is marry'd to a Wirz. 
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A PARAPHRASE. 


HE Beauty that muſt me delight, 

Muſt have a $4:in, and Teeth Snow white; 
Black arched Brows, black ſprightly Eyes, 
And a black Beauty twixt her —— 
Soft bluſhing Cheeks, a Perſon tall, 
Long Hair, long Hands, and Fingers (mall; 
Short Teeth ; and Feet that little are, 
Dilated Brows, and Hawnches fair: 


Fine /#lken Hair, Lips full, and red, 


Small Noſe, with little Breaſt and Head: 
All theſe in one, and this one K:nd, 
Would make a MisT&Ess to my Mind. 
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An Unſeaſonable Surprize. 


S Tom laid Morr beneath a Shade, 
To play a Game for Maidenbead; 
With ſmacking Buſs, and chuck oth* Chin, 
A prologue to the future Scene! 
He thus addreſs'd his bowzy MoLLy, 
Nay, piſh, this Coyneſs is a Folly ! 
Unwilling ! Bluſh ! nay, pſhaw —— my Dear! 
My Love, came we for nothing here ? 
Alas ! quoth ſhe, ſhould I prove fruitful ! 
You know, at beſt, that wou'd but ſuit il 
Piſh, then, if that's thy Care, my MoLL, 
There's one above provides for all — 
To which, -quoth SLY, upon the Tree, 
Your Brats, and you, be damn'd for me. 


7 


The EXCHANGE. 


| HILE CaREeFuL ſcolds his Daughter 
MorLy, 
And tells her ſhe's undone, 
By lying with her Lover JoLLy, 
Their Neighbour's eldeſt Son. 


My Maidenhead's gone indeed, (cries Miſs ) 
Yet, what care I a Farthing : 

I give him it but then got his, 
And Pleaſure into th' Bargain. 
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An EP1GRAM. 
1 S a Doubt in Debate ng Sages of 


Yore, 
Whether omen, or Vine, had more abſolute 
Pow'r ; 
Now had I been the Judge, when the Matter was 
done, 


Not one had been wiſer than when it begun : 


For how can Man tell, which the ſtrongeſt to call, 


When with the ſame Eaſe, both can give him 
a Fall? 


1». 


The Shooting-Match: To Cup Ip. 
8 E, little God of Love, for once, let's 


WIo is the better Markſman, you, or I: 

So fill your Quiver, ſummon all your Art, 

Well now the Buſt, the bright Corinna's Heart! 

There, Sir, you've miſs'd, and I have pierc'd 
the Part. 

T own I've miſs'd ! but *twas thro' Want of Sight, 

To guide my never-erring Arrow right 

But — leſt you ſhould conceive what I deſign d, 

To take Advantage o'er you, cauſe you're Blind, 

We'll have another Tryal in the Dart, 

And let him take the Maid, who hit's the Mark, 
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N ANCY, the Bedmaker. 


7 WAS once upon a Summer's Day, 
As on my downy Bed I lay; 

All over in a tedious Sweat, 

To eaſe my Limbs and cool the Heat ; 

When pretty Nancy gently came, 

Nancy, the Object of my Flame 

So ſoft ſhe look'd, ſo ſweet, ſo fair, 

With ſuch a winning, yielding, Air; 

With ſuch an eaſy, comely Pride, 

She ſeem'd a lovely, longing Bride ! 


Obedient to her Eyes command, 
I ſeiz'd her warm conſenting Hand; 
Upon the downy Bed diſplay'd, | 
The murm'ring, panting, ſtruggling Maid. 
There raviſb'd, feaſted on her Charms, 
Her heaving Breaſts, her twining Arms, 
Her Iv'ry Nec#, her roguiſh Eyes, 
Her ſlender Vaiſt, her taper Thighs, 
With magic Beauties there between, 
Too ſoft! too dazling to be ſeen |! 
Melting, I claſp'd them cloſe to mine, 
And in a Moment grew Divine / 
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[1] 
On WO NME N. 


RIGHT, as thoſe glittering Worlds above, 
Are Women, when in Virtue's Orb they move; 
But then, like Stars, once falPn, their Light they 
loſe, 
Unheeded fade, and turn to Slime, like thoſe. 


* 
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On bis Miſtreſs's Favours. 


IKE ALEXANDER, CEL1A ſpreads her 
Pow'r, 
Like Him, ſhe makes the Vaſſal-Morld adore ; 
But, ah! like Him, to ſooth a proud Defire, 


Firſt conquers Towns, then ſets thoſe Towns on 
Fire, 
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EPIG RAM. 


Oming a tender Girl from School, 
Marrying, I met a thund'ring Tool : 

But fit for Love's Embraces grown, 

I've got a Man that's next to none. 

The firſt with Y outh's too vig'rous Warmth inſpir'd, 

With Love's untaſted Joys, my Weakneſs tir'd. 
My ſecond grunting Spark, cold to Love's Charms, 


He fills my Bed tis true, but not my Arms. 
When 
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When I had no Appetite, Laus cloy'd me; 
Now I've a Mind to't, *tis deny'd me. 
Oh! Hymen, Hyman, for my Quiet, 
Contract my Stomach, or enlarge my Diet. 


EFPIT APH. 


ND ER this Marble PRO lies, 
Who did ſo often ſpread her ——, 
And made PHILANDER's Courage rife. 


This Morſe! of delicious Luft, 
That kiſs'd with ſo ſincere a Guſt, 
Is now diffolv'd to common Duft. 


4 Sh nt peru tite ot 
Her Limbs that us'd to move fo nice, 
And taſte Lowe's Pleaſures in a T rice, 
Are now, alas! as cold as Ice. 


To tell the Truth as ſhort as can be, 
She kill'd herſelf with drinking Brandy, 
And all for her dear Jacx-a-Danpy. 


Thus did our charming Nymph expire, 
According to her Heart's Defire, 
And as ſhe liv'd, the dy'd by Fire. 


* Ne#or, my Boy, of thee I beg, » 
Not to forget the illuſtrious PRG, 
But o'er her Tomb lift up thy Leg. 


— 
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Name of his Dog, 
B 6 Then 
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Then pi ſuch Deluges of Rain 
In fo exuberant a Strain, 
As ſhall o'erflow the World again. - 


This Tribute's to her Aſhes due, 
Whoſe Loſs ten thouſand Youths will rue; 
And ſo immortal PRO, adieu. 


— — th. ——_— 


On MARRIAGE. 
2 Huſband's the Pilot, the JVife is the 


Ocean, | 

He's always in Danger, ſhe always in Motion. 

And he that in Wedlock twice hazards his 
Carcaſs, | 

Twice ventures a drowning ; and faith, that's a 
hard Caſe : 

E' vn at our own Weapons the Females defeat us, 

And Death, only Death, can ſign our Quietus. 

Not to tell you fad Stories of Liberty loſt, 

How our Joys are all pall'd, and our Pleaſures are 
croſt, 

This Pagan Confinement, this damnable Station, 

Suits no Order, nor Age, nor Ne in the Na- 
tion. 

The Levite it keeps from e Duty, 

For who can at once mind Religion and Beauty ? 

The Rich it alarms with Expences and Trouble, 

And a poor Beaſt, you know, will ſcarce carry 
double. 


*T was 
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Twas invented, they ſay, to keep us from falling, 
Ob, the Virtue and Grace of a ſhrill Catterwauling! 
But it pales in our Game. Ay, but how Go you 
know; Sir,. 
How often your Neighbour breaks up the En- 
' cloſure. -- 
For this is the principal Comfort of Marriage, 
You muſt eat, tho' an hundred have 888 in * par 
e | lhe 2146 
True Woman ne'er minds a Sermon or Lecture, 
Her Glaſs is her Guide, and her Gy Director, 
Then ſhe primes her gay Looks with an W A 
votion! 
There ſhe paints, and ſhe patches, and fades 
each Motion. : | 
Not to pleaſe the dull Sight of her Conjugal ae, 
But charm and confound ev'ry gaping Spectator. 
If at Night you're unactive, and fail of performing, 
Enter Thunder, and Light'ning, and Blhood-ſhed 
next Morning. 


Cry's the Bone of your Side, thanks dear Mr, 


HoRNER, 

This comes of your finning with Crape in a 
Corner : 

Then to make up the Breach, all your Might you 
muſt rally,” 


And labour and ſweat, like a Slave at the Galley, -- 
Yet ſtill you muſt charge, Oh bleſſed Condition! 1 
Tho' you know to your Coſt, you've no more 

Ammunition. 


a 
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Fill at laſt, my dear mortify'd Tool of a Man, 
You're not able to make a poor Flaſh in the Pan. 
Fire, Female, and Flood, begin with a Letter, 
And the World for them all ſcarce a Farthing s the 
better: 31 
The Flood ſoon is gone, and Lang Fire you may 
humble, 
If into the Flames Store of Water. you tumble; 
But the Fire of a Female, on the Word of a F riend, 
Is ne'er to be quench'd, but burns World without 
end, 
You may call half the Engines 5 Pumps in the 
| Nation, 
To extinguiſh the Flame, and allay Tittilation; 
But may!p;/s out as well the laſt Conflagration, 
'Thus, Sir, I have ſent you my Thoughts of the 
Matter, 
J udge you as you pleaſe, but I ſcorn to flatter. 


For as Reſiſtance feeds the Flame 
And fanns the dying Fire 
So dull Enjoyment ſpoils the Game, 
By palling the Deſire. 


of TAL E. 


OR Arms to ſhield the Phrygian Knight, 
In warm Encounters, vent'rous Fight; 
Her Cuc told VENus coax'd one Day, | 
Thy Gipſey has a winning Way, 5 
e 
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She preſs'd, he melted, ſhe was bleſt ; 
Who would not melt when VEN vs preſt? 
The blended Oar now thrice had boil'd. | 
The Cavern ſmoak'd, the Cyelops toil'ds 
Work of a Gop | the Arms appear, | 
Arms ! might beſeem a Gop to wear; 
But which provided Mettle ſheen, 
The LzmMnian King, or PArHIAN Van, 
Is ſtill in Doubt!ĩkKway 
Tho' if we ſtate the Matter fair, 
The Wife had ſure the moſt to ſpare; 
And could you think it better done, 
To make, than to preſerve a Son ? 


But waving this — the Avia were wrought, 
And to the Trojan Hero brought, 
With Joy, he took the wond'rous Boon, 
Made a rough Scrape, and put em on; 
For Soldiers then (unlike theſe now) 
Know better how to Fight, than Bow. 


Thus far, all Matters went to pleaſe Yes 
VENus was merry; VULCAN eaſy ; 
For he, unleſs inſpir'd by drinking, 
Was not addicted much to thinking; 
But ſoon a ſolemn Feaſt enſu'd, 
For which much NECTAR had been brew'd ! 
Jove's Wedding-Day, O Day of Thrall! 
And now the Gops were ſummon'd all 0 
To meet, and Tipple in his Hall. 
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Old Vor cAx came among the reſt, 

To raiſe the Mirth, improve the Jeſt ; 
Too weak his Brains were for a Drinker, 
Jove, therefore, wiſely made him Skinker. 
With Hand unſteady, Feet unſound, 


And aukward Gate he limp'd around. 


*T was Dian's turn (a prudiſb Laſs, 

Who, ſpite of Thirſt, would baulk her Glaſs.) 
You Prudes (quoth VULcAn, half in Jeſt) 
Refuſe a good Thing, tho* Home-prefi — 
EnDYMI1ON once - come, make no Rout, 


But take your Cup, or all ſhall out. 


Here (whether thro* Effect of Guilt, 
Or his rude Puſh) the Vine was ſpilt: 
Her mantling Blood ſoon ſpoke her Ire, 
Her glowing Cheeks ; Eyes darting Fire; 
For why? by double Motion pain'd, 
Her Rep, and Petticoat were ſtain'd. 


Hence ! hammer Arms (quoth ſhe, thou Da/tard ) 
For thy lewd Wie's vile TROo AN Baſtard — 
I own indeed ſo never fret 
*Tis Juſtice to repay a Debt; 

And ſure enough Gop MARS and e, 
Long ſince, a Head-piece made for thee ; 
He ſcoul d, ſhe pouted, VENUS maunder'd, 
And all proteſted they were ſlander'd. 

The Bowl was out, the Gops ariſe, 

Tis ſaid, more merry too than wile z 


And 


d 
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And each, Salutes and Congees ended, 
With Steps unſteady, Homeward tended ; 
The moody VULCAN and his Bride, 
Together pac'd it Side by Side ; | 
In Silence ſad their Pace they fteer, 
(He dumb thro' Rage, ſbe aw'd by Fear) 
To Lemnos Iſle, a ſmoaky Place, 
Dire Enemy to beauteous Face) 
Arriv'd ! his Anger long Vpent, 
Now lab'ring upwards, gain'd a Vent 
Muſt I for Brats ! — but Talk is vain, 
Look, Madam, yonder ſtands your Chain, 
From Marriage-Vaws ſo oft to trip 
Here ! PoLYPHEMVUS1 bring the Whip. 


But ſtop, my Muſe, nor be it nam'd, 
How VENUs' Body was profan'd ; 
Thoſe who would more, let them enquire 
Of that baſe Tribe devoid of Fire; 
Who” think to court their Goddeſs Grace, 
By Imitation of her Caſe ; 
Wretches, with Paſſions groſs and dull, 
By Jilts, and Bawds, teem'd Flogging-Cull, 
Suffice it, each their Weapon us'd, 
She was well beaten, He abus'd: 
But from that Day, with Iron ſated, 
Its very Name's by VENUS hated. 
Her Warriours Valour, you may note, 
Lies ſeldom deeper than the Ceat 


Captains of Blood, who ſcorn the Guilt, 


Nor e'er ſaw more of Sword than Hilt; 
For 
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For theſe her Sons, without the Aid 
Of Spouſe, new Armour ſhe has made ! 
Hence the old ChurPs neglected Ware, 
His Braſs and Steel, are baniſh'd fair; 
Their Coat of Mail, the Gift of Love, 
Is ſoft, and pliant, as a Glove ; 
The interceptive Shield they bear, 
Fit only too for Love to wear: 
On this, no Images are plac'd, 
Of Apes preſent, Ages paſt; 
The Wolfenurs' d- Ttuins, the Riſe of Roux, 
The raviſh'd Sazines, Mrius' Doom; 
Were cautelbuſiy baniſh'd hence, 
Leſt the rough Surface damp the Senſe: 
Its Colour, as you here may view, 
A dirty Yallow, bound with Blus; 
Of Parent Wave, from whence it came, 
Still mindful, the Ip ALIAN Dame, 
Ordains it ſhall all Sizes fit, 
Provided, that it firſt be ter; 
And when put off to End of Time, 
Should ſmell of Hiſb, and feel of Sime. 


Safely the well-cas'd Warriour goes, 
Thro' Squadrons of the Goddeſs, Foes, 
The Buboe, Cordee, and Phymoſis, 

The Shanker, Ficus, Exoſtocis; 
(With all the num'rous Store of Ills, 
St. Thomas cures,” and Drury feels) 


+ Nor need when each, or all appear, 


Give back, or ſeem appal'd with Fear, 


Theſe 


[ 19 ] 
Theſe Arms, preventive, render vain, 
APoLLo, and his idle Train; 
By theſe defended, he lays by, 
Now uſcleſs grown, each old Ally: 
Lint, Syringe, Gally-Pot and Phial, 
And ſelf-Protefive, ſtands the Trial. 
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An EPIGRAM. 


= a+ Cheeks- having- their Roſes ſhed, 


And thy whole Frame thro' Age become 
So loathſome Fs all Uſe in Bed, 


That 'tis much fitter for a Tomb; 


Cocca, thou ſhould'ſt not be fo vain, 
Although thy Eloquence be great, 
And to expect it ſhould obtain 
That I ſhould do the filthy Feat: 


And that ſame Engine in your Hand 
You cheriſh, court, and flatter fo, 

Now you have made him bravely ſtand, 
Is not ſo charitable though, 


As in his vigorous Youth to be 
A Crutch to your Antiquity. 
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E PIGRAM writ in Caliſta's Prayere 
| Book. 


HILST you are deaf to Love, you may, 
Faireſt CALIsTA, weep and pray, 
And yet, alas! no Mercy find; 
Not but Gop's merciful, *tis true, 


But can you think ' he'll grant to you 
What you deny to all Mankind? 


' 


3 . 


J. 
OW comes it to paſs with ſo little adoe 
That I've broke all my Fetters and Chains, 

And that no Remembrance of all my great Woe 

But like that of a Tale now remains ? 
I no more for a Star now do PHiLLi1s eſteem, 
And all her Perfections to me now do ſeem 

But like Dreams when I've addled my Brains. 


IL 


Jam now quite aſham'd to ſee how ſhe looks, 
And no more the ſame Fair that before; 

Thoſe Beauties all gone put me ſo off the Hooks, 
And fo troubled my Coxcomb of Yore ; 

I now ſee all the Shot that ſhe made was falſe Fire, 


And thoſe murthering Charms I ſo much did admire 


Were Defeats, mere Defects, and no m_ 
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III. 
The Sun, or yet Love, are no more in her Eyes, 
They're as dim as a Nail's in a Door, 
She's ſo far with her Charms from gaining a Prize, 
That I doubt ſhe muſt now run o' th' Score; 
And for that we call Miſtreſs ſo monſtrous unfit 


* To any Man living that has Grace or Wit, 


That ſhe's ſcarce good enough for a HH re. 
IV. 


Yet, Sot that I was, I did once cry and blubber 


For this damnable Piece of Infection, 


Which none would have done but an Owl and a 


Lubber, 
But his Senſe would have been his Protection; 


And for which on myſelf I will now paſs this Sen- 


tence z 


That to th' Hour of my Death I will weep for 


Repentance 
That 1 ever did weep for AﬀeQion, 


V. 


. | Farewel then, OPRHILIISs, it is the Gops Plea- 


ſure 
That I Reaſon might ſee to forſake you, 
To open my Eyes, then out of Love's Treaſure 
Pleaſe t'accept of this Farewel I make you; 
"Tis a Compliment that is moſt juſtly your Due, 
And but what in Times paſt I took Wan from 
ou, 
Ugly PHILLIs, a Whore s Son Pox take you. 
ODE. 


Who has been twenty Years a taming 
By Ways that are not worth the naming, 


| Which done, forſooth, ſhe talks of Wedding, 
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O9 D E. 
1 8 
| AS ever Man of Nature's framing I 4 
| So given o'er to roving, 7 An 


And now muſt die of Loving ? 1 
Hell take me if he been't ſo winning 

That now I love her mainly, | 'T 
And tho? in Jeſt at the Beginning, | k 
Yet now I'd wond'rous fain be ſinning, And 

And ſo have told her plainly. 

Will 

| =o III. be 
At which ſhe cries I do not love her, Thou 

And tells me of her Honour, Good 
Then I have no Way to diſprove her, 
And my true Paſſion to diſcover, — 


But ſtreight to fall upon her. 
IV. 


But what will that avail her? 
For tho' I am old Dog at Bedding, 
I'm yet a Man of ſo much Reading, 
That there I ſure ſhall fail her. 


Time 
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V. 
No, hang me if I ever marry, 
Till Yoman-kind grow ſtancher; 
I do delight Delights to vary, 
And love not in one Hulk to, tarry, 
But only trim and launch her. 


PI — * — * _ 8 
1 —— — 


MAD RI GAL. 


O be a Whore, deſpight of Grace, 
Good Council and an ugly Face, 


And to diſtribute till the Px, 


To Men of Wit 
Will ſeem a Kind of Paradox; 


And yet 


; Thou art a Whore, deſpight of Grace, 
Good Council and an ugly Face. 


— 


CLEPSYDRA. 


I. 
HY, let it run! who bids it ſtay ? 
Let us the while be merry ; 
Time there in Water creeps away, 


With us it poſts .in Sherry, 
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II. 


Time not employ'd 's an empty Sound, 
Nor did kind Heaven lend it, 
But that the Glaſs ſhould quick go round, 
And Men in Pleaſure 225 it. 


III. 
Then ſet thy Foot, brave Boy to mine, 
Ply quick to cure our thinking; 
An Hour-Glaſs in an Hour of Wine 
Would be but lazy drinking. 
IV. 
The Man that ſnores the Hour-Glaſs out 
Is truly a Time-waſter, 
But we who troll this Glaſs about, 
Make him to poſt it faſter. 
11 V. 
Vet tho' he flies ſo faſt, ſome think, 
TDiis well known to the Sages, 
He'll not refuſe to ſtay and drink, 
And yet perform his Stages. 


VI. 
Time waits us whilſt we crown the Hearth, 
And dotes on Rubic Faces, 
And knows that this Career of Mirth 
Will help to mend our Paces. 


VII 
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VII. 


He ſtays with him who loves good Time, 
And never does refuſe it, 

And only runs away from him 
That knows not how to uſe it: 


VIII. 
He only ſteals by without Noiſe 
From thoſe in Grief that waſte it, 


But lives with the mad roaring Boys 3 
That huſband it, and taſte it. 


IX. 
'The Maraliſt perhaps may prate 
Of Virtue from his reading, 
"Tis all but ſtale and foiſted Chat 
Io Men of better Breeding. 


Time, to define it, is the Space 
That Men enjoy their Being; 


Tis not the Hour, but drinking Glaſs, 
Makes Time and Life agreeing. 


Xl. 
He wiſely does oblige his Fate 
Does chearfully obey it, 
And is of Fops the greateſt, that 
By Temp'rance thinks to ſtay it. 


C XII. 
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XII. 
Come, ply the Glaſs then quick about, 
To titillate the Guller, | | 
Sobriety's no Charm, I doubt, 
Againſt a Cannon-Bullet. 


To CHLORISs. 


I. 
ORD! how you take upon you till ! 
How you crow and domineer |! 
How |! ſtill expect to have your Will, 
And carry the Dominion clear, 
As you were {till the ſame as once you were! 


II. 
Fie, CHLon1s, tis a groſs miſtake, 
Correct your Error, and be wiſe, 


I kindly ſtill your Kindneſs take, 


But yet have learn'd, tho' Love I prize, 
Yet froward Humours to deſpiſe, 
And now diſdain to call them Cruelties. 


III. 
I was a Fool whilſt you were fair, 
And I had Youth texcuſe it, | 
And all the reſt are fo that Lovers are 
I then myſelf your Vaſſal ſwear, 


And could be {till ſo, (which is rare ;) 
Nay, 
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Nay, I could force my Will 
To Love, and at a good Rate ſtill, 
But on Condition that you not abuſe it ; 
I am now Maſter of the Gate, 
And therefore, CHLoRIs, 'tis too late 
Or to inſult, or to capitulate. 


IV. 
"Tis Beauty that to J/omankind 


| 
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"Tis Time I now ſhould reign, 
And if from you Obedience be requir'd, 
You muſt not to ſubmit diſdain, 
But practiſe what y'ave ſeen me do, 
And Love and Honour me as I did you; 
That will an everlaſting Peace maintain, 
: And make me crown you Sovereign once again, 
; VI. 
And faith conſult your Glaſs, and ſee 
If I han't Reaſon on my Side; 
Are thoſe Eyes ſtill the ſame they us'd to be ? 
Come, come, they're alter'd, *twill not be 
| deny'd, 
, ff £2 And 


, Gives all the Rule and Sway, 
Which once declining, or declin'd, 

N Men afterwards unwillingly obey; 

4 Your Beauty *twas at firſt did awe me, 
And into Bondage, woful Bondage draw me; 
I was your Cheek, your Eye, your Lip, 
: Which rais'd you firſt to the Dictator- ſhip: 
v. 

F But your fix Months are now expir'd 
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And yet although the Glaſs be true, 

And ſnew you, you no more are you, 
I know you'll ſcarce believe it, 


For Nomantind are all born proud, and never, 
never leave it. 


VII. 


Yet ſtill you have enough, and more than needs, 
To rule a more rebellious Heart than mine ; 
For as your Eyes ſtill ſhoot my Heart ſtill bleeds, 
And I muſt be a Subject till, 
Nor is it much againſt my Will, 
Tho' I pretend to wreſtle and repine : 
Your Beauties ſweet are in their Height, 
And I muſt ſtill adore, 
New Years, new Graces ſtill create, 
Nay, maugre Time, Miſchance and Fate, 
You in your very Ruins ſhall have more 
Than all the Beauties that have grac'd the World 
before. 


ODE f ALIA. 


Ty OOR antiquated Slut, forbear, 
Thy Importunity's ſo ſtrong, 
It will, I fear, corrupt the Air, 
And do an univerſal Wrong, 
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Be modeſt, or I {wear and vow, 
I neither can nor will be kind; 
Pox on't ! now thou doſt clam'rous grow, 
There's no enduting in the Wind. 


Whilſt Silence did thy Thoughts betray, 
I oniy was the Sufferer ; 

But now thy Lungs begin to play, 
All the whole Province ſuffers here. 


Faith, /EL1Aa, if thou be'ſt ſo hot, 
That nor Satiety, nor Age, 

Can cool the over-boiling-Pot, 
Nor thy ebullient Luſt aſſuage. 


Yet be fo charitably kind, 

Though damn'd thou art reſolv'd to be, 
As not to poiſon all Mankind 
By fulſome Importunity. 


But ſure *tis Time we ſhould give o'er, 


And if I mourn my Time miſpent, 
How much for fifty Years of Tre 


Haſt thou, poor ELIA, to repent ? 


Yet, if in ſpite of all Advice 


Thou needs wilt importune me ſtill, 
I am not fo reclaim'd from Vice, 


But I can ſatisfy thy Will: 
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And *twilil to my Advantage be; 
For ſhould I new Amours begin, 


Delight might damn me, when with thee 
The Pennance expatiates the Sin. 


— — 


E PI GR AM. 


T: by her Hairs Livia's Age be told, 
Tis foon caſt up, that ſhe is three Years old. 


EPIGRAM, 


OME four Years ago I made PriLL1s an 
Offer, | 
Provided ſhe would be my J/h-re, 
Of two Thouſand good Crowns to put in her 
Coffer, 
And I think ſhould have given her more. 


——_—. 
a F 


/ 


About two Years;after, a Meſſage ſhe ſent me, 
She was for a Thouſand my own, 
But unleſs for an Hundred ſhe now would content 
rae, 
I ſent her Word I would have none. 


She fell to my Price ſix or ſeven Weeks aſter, 
And then for a Hundred would do; 

I then told her in vain ſhe talk'd of the Matter, 
Then Twenty no farther I'd go. | 

| T'other 


nt 


ther 


My nobler Love, alas! diſdains 
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T*other Day for ſix Ducatoons ſhe was willing, 
Which I thought a great deal too dear, 
And told her unleſs it would come for two Shilling, 

She mult ſeek a Chapman elſewhere. 


This Morning ſhe's come, and would fain buckle 
Gratis, 
But ſhe's grown ſo ſulſome a 1Yhre, 
That now methinks nothing a far dearer Rate is, 
Than all that I proffer'd before. 


EPIGRAM. 


LD Fep, why ſhould you take ſuch Pains 
To Paint and Perriwig it ſo? 


To ſtoop fo infamouſly low. 


Time, that does mow the faireſt Flow'rs, 
Has made ſo very bold with yours, 
You ſhould expect to be deny'd; 
The Footmen can no more endure ye, 
And if no Sport in Hell, affure ye, 
You'll never more be occupy'd. 
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SONNE T. 


OW fhould'ſt thou Love, and not offend? 
Why, CLor1s, I will tell thee how, 
As theu did'ſt once, ſo Love me now, 
And lye with me, and there's an End. 


Thou only art enjoyn'd (my feet ) 
To keep thy Reputation high, 

And that indeed is Secrecy, 

Since all do err, tho' all not ſee't. 


Then faire/?, fearleſs of all Blame, 
That ſacred Treafure of thy Name 

Into my faithful Arms commit; 
Thou once did'ſt truſt me with thy Fame, 
I then was juſt and true to it, 
And, CLoris, I am ſtill the ſame. 


* * 
* lt. * th. th 
— — — — 


EPIG RAM. 


IE, DELIA, talk no more of Love, 
It galls me to the Heart, 
You three-ſcore are, I doubt above, 
For all your plaiſt'ring Art. 


And therefore ſpare your Pains you may ; 
For though you preſs me Night and Day, 
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I cant' do that my Soul abhors: 
Or by your Art's Aſſiſtance, tho' I might 
Prevail upon my Appetite, 
I durſt not couple, tho? 1 ſwear 
With you, of all the World, for fear 
Of cuckelding my A4nceflors, 


—_— 


EPIGRA M.. 
E drink in Glaſs, thou MyRRn, Pox- 
Ficus; why? 
Leſt Glaſs of two Wines make Diſcovery. 


CHANSON 2 BOIRE. 
I. 

OM let's mind our drinking, 

Away with this thinking; 

It ne'er, that I heard of, did any one good; 
Prevents not- Diſaſter, 
But brings it on faſter, 

Miſchance is by Mirth and by Coun with; 

ſtood. 

He ne'er can recover 
The Day that is over, 


The preſent is with us and. threatens no Ill; 
He's a Fool that will ſorrow 


For the Thing call'd To- morrow, 


But the Hour we've in Hand we may weild as 
we wlll, 


[ 34 ] 
II. 


There's nothing but Bacchus 
Right merry can make us 
That Virtue peculiar is to the Vine; 
It fires ev'ry Creature 
With Wit and good Nature, 
Whoſe Thoughts can be dark when their 
Noſes do ſhine ? 


A Night of good drinking 
Is worth a Year's thinking, 
There's nothing that kills us ſo ſurely as 
Sorrow ; 
'Then to drown our Cares Boys 
Let's drink up the Stars Boys, 


Each Face of the Gang will a Sun be To- 
Morrow. 


EPIGRAM. 


HLO E, thy Face I. do not 8 
Neither thy Neck, thy Hands, nor Thighs, 
Nor Breafts, Hips, Haunches, Legs, nor Feet, 
Nor what thou think'ſt more tempting yet; 
And not t'inſiſt on every Part, 
I could want all, with all my Heart, 
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FORBIDDEN FRUIT. 


I. 
ISH! 'tis an idle fond Excuſe, 
And Love, enrag'd by this Abuſe, 
Is deaf to any longer Truce. 


II. 
My Zeal, to Luſt you ſtill impute, 
And when I juſtify my Suit, 
You tell me, *tis forbidden Fruit, 


III. 


What tho' your Face be Apple round, 
And with a roſy Colour crown'd ? 
Yet, ſweet, it is no Apple found. 


IV. 


Nor have you ought reſembling more 
That fatal Fruit the Tree once bore, 
But that indeed your Heart's a Core. 


; V. 

TLiis true, the Bliſs that I would taſte, 
Is ſomething lower than the Waiſt, 
And in your Garden's Center plac'd. 


VI. 
1 A Tree of Life too, I confeſs, 
Tho' but Arbuſcular in Dreſs, 


Yet not forbidden ne'ertheleſs. 
C 6 
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BY VII. 
It is a tempting Golden Tree, 
Which all Men muſt deſire that ſee, 
Tho? it concern'd Eternity. 


VIII. 
Then, ſince thoſe Bleſſings are thine own, 
Not ſubject to Contrition, 
Then, faireſt, ſweeteſt, grant me one. 


IX. 
Thy Dragon, wrapt in Drowſineſs, 
Ne'er thinks whoſe Bed thy Beauties bleſs,. 
Nor dreams of his Heſperides.. 


—  — — 22 —_ 


E PIR AM. 


ASS A, thou ſay'ſt, thour't fair, and a. 


Maid too, 


Boſſa, thou often fay'ſt what. is not true. 


ODE 


I 


Il 


E 
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ODE enn 
L | 


HEN, CETLIA, muſt my old Day ſet 
And my young Morning riſe, 
In Beams of Joy ſo bright as yet 
Ne'er bleſs'd a Lover's Eyes, 
My State is more advanc'd, than when 
I firſt attempted thee ; 
I ſu'd to be a Servant then, 
But now to be made free. 


IE 


I've ſerv'd my Time faithful and true, 
ExpeQting to be plac'd, 

In happy Freedom, as my Due, 
To all the Joys thou haſt : 

Ill Huſbandry in Love is ſuch 

A Scandal to Love's Pow'r, 

We ought not to miſpend ſo much. 

As one poor, ſhort-liv'd Hour. 


III. 


Vet think not (ſweet) I'm weary grown, 
That I pretend ſuch Haſte, 


Since 


38 ] 
Since none to ſurfeit e' er was known, 
Before he had a Taſte; 
My Infant Love could humbly wait, 
When young it ſcarce knew how- 


To plead; but grown to Man's Eſtate 
He is impatient now. 


An EPIT APH. 


N this cold Monument lies one; 
That I know who has laid upon, 
The happier he; her Sight would charm, 


And Touch have kept King Davip warm. 


Lovely, as is the dawning Eaſt, 

Was this . Marbles frozen Gueſt; 
As ſoft, and ſnowy, as that Down ' 
Adorns the Blow-balls frizled Crown; 
As ſtreight and ſlender as the Creſt, 
Or antlet of the one-beam'd Breaſt; 
Pleaſant as th'odorous Month of May : 
As glorious, and as light as ways _ 


Whom IJ admir*d, as ſoon as "__ 
And now her Mcmory purſue 
With ſuch a ſuperſtitious Luſt, 
That I could fumble with her Duſt, 
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She all Perfections had, and more, 
Tempting, as if deſign'd a TV —re, 
For ſo ſhe was; and ſince there are 
Such, I could wiſh them all as fair, 


Pretty ſhe was, and young and wiſe, 
And in her Calling ſo preciſe, 
That Induſtry had made her prove 
The Sucking School-Miſtreſs of Love: 
And Death, ambitious to become 
Her Pupil, left his ghoſtly Home, 
And, ſeeing how we us'd her here, 
The raw-bon'd. Raſcal raviſb'd her. 


Who', pretty Soul, reſign'd her Breath, 
To ſeek new Letchery in Death, 


EPIGRAM. 


WE EN Lurys has wrought hard all Day, 
And the declining Sun, 


By ſtooping to embrace the Sea, 
Tells him the Day's nigh done ; 


Then 


_ — 
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Then to his young Vie home he hies 
With his ſore Labour ſped, 

Who dids him welcome home, and crics, 
Pray Huſband come to bed. 

Thanks, Wife, quoth he, but I were bleſt, 

Would'ſt thou once call me to my Reſt. 


CES „„— I 


Drive on Coachman.. 
MF FALE. 
HO Woman would debar, from Ill, 


Thinks what's ne'er done, nor ever will; 


For from the Time that Mother Eve, 
Firſt ſhew'd her Daughters to deceive ; 
From that grand Precedent of Evil, 
Taught by theic Grandfire, old Sir D=43; 
They ſcorn, by her, to be out-done, 
And have improv'd it ten to one; 


The Padlock, Bolt, the ſtrongeſt Chain, 
And watchful Guards are all in vain; 


If Luft once fires a Female Mind, 

To every other Paſſion blind, 

That one alone ſtill gratify, 

And gain her Point, or gladly die. 

Tho' cloſe lock'd up, leave her a Chink, 
And give her Brain but Time to think; 
Spite of all Fate, ſhe'll thee cornute, | 
Or make the very Eccho do't. 


. 
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Tf all th' Italian's Art you uſe, 

Or Spain's more cautious Methods chuſe; 
Give her but Room to look or move, 
Thy baffl'd Art muſt yield to Love. 


Old Legends ſay, an Haly Saint, 
To take off LIſt's too noiſome Taint; 
And Abſtinence to Man to ſhew, 
With Care pick'd up a Wife of Snow. 
That long the good old Man lay by her, 
*Till*he had well-nigh chill'd Defire 
While ſhe, form'd on a Female Plan, 
Tho' cold as Ice, yet thought of Man: 
Ihe Hermit's Virtue ſtronger grew, 
No more the Smarts of Luſt he knew; 
But ſaw neglected, by his Side, 
His beauteous, chaſte, and new-made Bride. 
Like other Wives, this Lady too 
Wou'd oft complain, ſhe ad not her Due. 
A Soldier ſoon her Heart alarms, 
Without Reſerve ſhe yields her Charms; 


And while the Saint went out to pray, 

2 The Soldier melted her away. 
The Morals this —— no Wife ſo chaſte, 
But, rightly ſu'd, will yield at laſt. 


Unegual Matches burſt in twain 


; The ſacred Links of HYMEN's Chain 
They damp his Torch, his Bed defile, 
And turn to Frowns Love's ev'ry Smile. 


| 
| 
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Can Age and Youth at once agree? 
As well may Freſt and Sunſhine be. 


The Man that weds a beauteous Dame, 
Unqualify'd to quench Love's Flame; 
Who feebly droops, and idly toils 
For Joys, when Age his Vigour foils : 
When eager, bluſhing, to her Bed 
Ihe youthful wanton Girl is led; 

Her Veins will eager Torrent's ſwell, 

And languid Eyes her Wiſhes tell; 

While the dull Wretch,, whom Fortune join'd, 
To all her fond Endearments blind, 

Paſt all Emotions of Delight, 

Snores out the tedious Bridal Night. 

Can ſuch a Fair one bear Neglect? 

Or what, but Horns, can he expect? 

Of this the Inſtances are Plenty ; 

But one may ſerve as well as twenty. 


Miſs Melly was a youthful Toaſt, 
Her Parent's Pride, and all their Boaſt; 
Their Heireſs, and their only Child: 
*Tis true Miſs was a little wild: 
But what in former Times was ſo, 
Is only counted Spirit now: 
O'er Footmen's Backs ſhe'd often ride; 
And twenty other Tricks beſide: 
She lov'd to hear the Servants Chat, 
And at Twelve Years knew. what was what 3 
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Would often get the aids alone, 
To hear Love Feats hin thev had done. 
At Church, o' Sunday. well e knew, 
Thro' all the Village w/o i::is'a 2v/0 3 
Could tell how th' *>quire's VV ie was caught 


With Chaplain ſleek, in Aion naught; 
Yet how ſhe turn'd off /-/ N 
Cauſe the poor ir! | 
Equipp'd with Scand ride ai 
Her Father's t ondncls and Eita 
The Boarding-ochov. m., 
And make ber n19de71:45 poli: 
There Dancing, lde, and French ſhe found, 
Plays and «omaities lead) bound 
Till form'd according to the, Faſhion 
The brighteſt Bell in ac: 10 Nati 19 
The prudent Mother the lr ir Time 
To watch her cloſely in her Hr ne; 

Leſt Love ſhould take too decp a Root, 
And buzzing Waſps corrupt the Fruit. 
For Miſs, ſhe knew, had too much Wit; 
Beſides, was for a Huſband fit; 

And when the Hoyden grows ſo large, 
Parents are weary of their Charge, 

While fingle, if ſhe falls to Shame, 

"Tis they, or ſhe, muſt bear the Blame: 
Put let her once take Spouſe upon her, 
And he takes all her Sins of Honour. 
Thus the old Lady wiſely ſaid, 


The Girl has yet a Maidenhead ; 


5 
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So Meat, in Winter, will laſt long, F. 
Which inſtantly, in Heat, grows ſtrong ; Fe 
Therefore, dear Huſband, let her wed ; K 
We've done, when once ſhe's put to bed, ; = 

2 Ne 


So faid, ſo done, a Spouſe was ſought, 
With Wealth much more than Wiſdom fraught. wp 
He'd fin'd for Sheriff, and each Year, 1 
Hop'd that his May'ralty was near. 

At firſt, with Nothing he began, 

An honeſt, downright, trading Man; 

Succeſs encreas'd his little Store, 

And ev'ry Venture made it more; 

In ſeveral Veſſels he had Shares, ? 


And dealt in various Kind of Wares, 
Yet punctual was in all Affairs. 

For many Years he thus had thriv'd, 
And yet a Batchelor had liv'd ; 

Till he began to think at laſt, 

"Twas Time the bitter Draught to taſte. 
To the old Don he made Addreſs, 

And aſk'd in Marriage pretty Miss. 

He knew her Fortune to a Pound, 
Her Houſes and adjacent Ground ; 

And as for Beauty what car'd he, 
Wealth is enough, he cries, for me ; 
Let other Lovers Features trace, 

Smit with an Eye, or handſome Face,, 
While filly Girls ſeek youthful Boys, 
And barter Wealth fer am'rous Joys;, 


Tell 
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Tell her, if ſhe is but diſcreet, 

She'l be rejoic'd my Flame to meet; 

For, tell her, at my firſt Approach, 

For her Sake, I'll ſet up my Coach. 

Beſide, too what's another Caſe, 

In a ſmall Time ſhe'l take due Place; 

Nor be by meaner Ladies lighted, 

— For, next Addreſs, I ſhall be 4nighted. 


At this, the good old Sir content, 
(The Jointure ſettled) gave Conſent : 


Miſs was ne'er aſk' d, ſhe muſt comply, 
Nor dare her Dad's Commands deny. 

2 The Time was fix'd, — the Couple join'd, 
> To mutual M iſery confin'd; 


An odder Match is ſeldom ſeen, 


He Fifiy-/ix, ſhe ſcarce Fifteen. 
The Feaſting o'er, the Lime was come, 
| That Spouſe and Miſs muſt journey home. 


And now begins the Scene of Life, 


The modiſh Matrimonial Strife : 


He's up at Five, to mind his Men, 
ohe yawns, but half awake at Ten ; 


; The Chocolate i'th* Bed ſerv'd up, 


Her fav*rite Lap-Dog breaks the Cup. 


The Toilet then in Order fat, 


ohe faints at the old faſhion'd Plate; 
Straight News is brought, — when, freſh Surpriſe ! 
Miſs Lordly's Chariot wounds her Eyes ; 


| Lord help em, if "tis ſuch as this —— 
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She ſwoone, that ſuch a Flirt as ſhe, 
In Equipage ſhould finer be. 
'Then Spouſe hath naught but Frowns and Spleen, 
Till in a new Landau ſhe's ſeen: 

Then, for the World, ſhe would not miſs 
The Birth-day Ball, that Scene of Bliſs; 
When lo, a freſh Expence comes on, 
The King, untimely, knights Sir Joux. 
A Title now the Fair attains, 

Her City Friends at once diſdains; 

To grand Aſſemblies makes Reſort, 

And ſhines a blooming Belle at Court. 
Free at all Feaſts, the Coſt's not great, 
She only in her Turn muſt treat; 

And if ſhe excells in her Repaſt, 

*Tis but to ſhew her better Taſte, 


But here the gnawing Vulture lay, 
Tormenting her both Night and Day ; 
From Nuptial Sheets ſhe hop'd for more 
Than barely greeting with a Snore; 

Her Breaſt, while eager Tranſports burn, 
Sh expected to find a Return, 

But all in vain; ſhe'd ſigh and grumble, 
From Side to Side ſtill reſtleſs tumble ; 
Think on this Beau, and that ſhe'd ſeen; 
Then ſobbing cry — Pm but Fifteca | 
What ! am I deem'd my Youth to waſte, 
Nor once the Joys of others taſte / 

Tue heard, in Marriage Maids * find Blifs , 


. A424 1 * 
es we fe ee MC 
HE LOG, 0 . p 


'Then 


47 ] 
Then would ſhe cry — pray wake, Sir Joux! 
Pm very ill —— Oh ! T ſhall fwoon, 
The Knight, who knew no Joy but Sleep, 
Would ſtill his wonted Cuſtom. keep. 
And, as ſhe ſighs and grieves the more, 
The louder doth his Worſhip ſnore, 


Her Blood in warmeſt Torrents flows; 
Her Breaſt with ſofteſt Wiſhes glows'; 
The Paſſion ſpreads thro? all her Veins, 
Which, faintly, Modeſty reſtrains ; 
Enrag'd to ſee her lighted Love, 

She vows its utmoſt Bliſs to prove: 
Lie there, ſhe cries, void of Deſire, 
For what would even Hermits fire; 
No more will I reſign my Charms, 

To drowſy Dreams, and ſapleſs Arms; 


Bet all by Care to board up Coin; 


To find an Heir for thee, be mine. 


A Thing reſelv'd by Woman's done; 


(Their Thoughts to Action urges ſoon) 
Her uſeful Confident's the Maid, 
A perfect Artiſt in her Trade, 


Gives her Advice; *tis Shame, ſhe cries, 
To waſte the Fire of ſuch bright Eyes ; 
Thoſe Veins with eager Joy that ſwell, 
May embrace a youthful Swain as wel! : 
Ah! Madam! Thoufands daily pine, 
Thoſe Limbs, in Tranſports, to entwine ; 


Exert 


481 
Exert your Spirit, point your Charms, 
+} And lure ſome Hero to your Arms. 
| Where is the Sin, when Lovers ſue, 
To grant the hlooming Youth his Due ? 
Or, to the ftecble Wretch, | refuſe, 
The Joys he knows not how to uſe ? 
Why muſt your beauteous Beams impart, 
A Warmth to chear his frozen Heart ? 
Muſt theſe ſmooth pliant Limbs unite 
With an old Trunk, the Thunders blight ? 
Can hoary Age, or plodding Care delight, 
While Pleaſures circling round you light ? 
I ſee each Look your Soul betrays, 
To gayer Objects, Fancy ſtrays ; 
The languid Eye, the heaving Breaſt, 
And ſhort-breath'd Murmurs ſpeak the reſt. 
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The Fair replies, my Fault I own, 
The Name of Huſband's nauſeous grown ; 
The Courtiers whiſper in the Dark, 
A Smile from ſome well-powder'd Spark ; 
And often, as I careleſs ſtand, 
An accidental Squeeze o'the Hand, 
Enchants my Soul, I melt all o'er, 
And Love breaths forth at every Pore. 
But ſomething ſtill, methinks, I want, 
Something that more ſhould me enchant. 
Here then my Reſolution ends; ( 
On next Attack my all depends: 
The firſt gay Courtier in the Dance, 
The firſt that makes the leaſt Advance, — 


When 
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When Paſſions raiſe my Spirits high, 
And Love fits pregnant in my Eye, 
To him, the Fort will quickly yield, 
And leave him Conqueror of the Field, 


Would you, ſays Sall, the Tranſports know, 
The Sweets that from Enjoyment flow; 
The puny, half-got Courtier ſhun 
By them Love's Prize was never won; 
Fond of the Fame of an A Fair, 
Performance is their ſmalleſt Care. 
Rather ſome brawny Porter take, 
And ſhrink the Sinews of his Back. 
But know, well learn'd in am'rous Play, 
My Art ſhall point a better Way, 
When Courtiers, Rakes and Beaus have fail'd, 
A menial Slave hath ott' prevail'd: 
How many a noble Lord and Duke, 
Wears now the Father- Footman's Look? 
Tho' of mean Station, Love's the ſame =—— 
— Beſides, it oft conceals the Shame. 
Say, could my Intereſt procure, 
A Man to ſecret Service ſure ; 
One that would grant you full Deſire ; 
And then, when bade, as ſoon retire ; 
Would you the happy Choice refuſe } 
Or gladly the Occaſion ule ? 
One whom no ſofter Airs debaſe, 
The Features of his Manly Face; 
His ſparkling Eyes with Warmth declare, 
He's ever pleaſing to the Fair; 
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His Limbs in juſt Proportion move, 
Pliant, and form'd to beighten Love. 
He's daily near your Perſon ſeen; 
Your Footman Tom —— *tis him I mean. 
Right, I remember what an Eye, 
A Leer, he caſt, as he went by, 
One Morn, as ſhifting me I ſtood ; 
I own, it warm'd my very Blood. 
Strait bring him up, I hate Delay ; 
My Soul is eager for the Fray. 
The Maid's diſpatch'd, with proper Care, 
The happy Vaſſal to prepare. 


All Things were right, — the Nymph alone; 
The Knight to the Exchange was gone; 
The Light, thro' crimſon Curtains glow'd, 
Sweet Eſſence round the Room was ſtrow'd. 
On damaſk Couch the Fair repos'd, 
In cool Undreſs; her Eyes half clos'd, 
Now languiſh, and now ſhine more bright, 
Impatient for th' approaching Fight. 


Her Limbs in various Forms diſplay'd, 

Her Arm encircled round her Head ; 

The Brilliant on her Finger dies, 

At the true Luſtre of her Eyes, 

While on the Couch one Leg extends, 

The other on the Side depends ; 

Thence the looſe Night-Gown, thrown aſide, 
But half the Iv'ry Thigh doth hide; 


In careleſs Indolence ſhe laid, ; 


Where 
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Where Veins in bluer Torrents ſtray, 
Like Streams thro' Snow, that ſhape the Way, 
Love's ſacred Grove, the bubbling Spring, 
That gives the Lover's Fancy wing, 

But by the ſlender Lawn conceal'd, 

A dawning Bliſs of Joy reveal'd; 

For where the folding Plaits were ſpread, 
7 The Light the hidden Brown betray'd. 

& The waving Ruffle round her Neck, 
Now doth invite the View, now check ; 
4 And, as it wantons in the Air, 

Oft leaves the riſing Boſom bare. 


'The beauteous Nymph thus tempting lay, 
With Love almoſt diflolv'd away, 
When TrHomas, ripe to meet her Flame, 
Eager, yet bluſhing, to her came ; 
No ſqueamiſh Struggle damp'd their Joy ; 
With Speed ſhe claſp'd the vig*rous Boy; 
While claſping, twining, warmly prefling, 
He ſnatches, and yet begs the Bleſſing: 
Till faintly, n ſoftly ſighing, 
E In Extaſy of Raptures dying, | 
1 They, like the Phenix, in one Fire, 

In mutual Tranſports, both expire, c 

And riſe again to new Deſire. 
Long Time this am'rous Trade went on, 
To all, but to the Maid, unknown. 
: New Charms my Lady's Beauty grace ; 
| Unuſual Colour warms her Face. 


N Her 
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Her Temper was more Debonair, 
More pleaſing and genteel her Air, 
Her Friends, who thought it very ſtrange, 
Could not but wonder at the Change; 
She was much leſs inclin'd to roam, 
And ſoon allur'd to ſtay at Home. 


But various Horrors Tom perplex ; 
Too late he finds the ſad Effects, 
Of blindly running into Ill, 
To gratify a vicious Will. 
Madam, when once ſhe'd felt the Sweet, 
Would ten Times every Day repeat; 
She ne'er was weary to receive, 
Tho' Tom, alaſs! was loth to give. 
By frequent Uſe new Arts ſhe found, 
And run, each Day, the pleaſing Round; 
Grown quite expert in Feats of Love ; : 
In various Poſtures ſhe would move. 
Sometimes beneath, the panting Dame, 
Meets and returns the wanton Game : | 
Sometimes aleft, ſhe prompts the Deed, | 
And ſpurs his paſſive, lagging Speed, f 
With Legs, Arms, Lips, and ev'ry Part, N 


Aids Nature by the Strength of Art. | 


Worn out with Bliſs ! quite hagg'd with Joy, 
Her fond Endearments Thomas cloy ; 
Their Colour loſt, his Cheeks grow pale; 
And all his Limbs begin to fail ; 


His 
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His trembling Joints, with Anguiſh quake, 
His Sinews ſhrink, his Hands too ſhake ; 
His Veins, exhauſted, are quite dry, 
And Nature's Luſtre quits his Eye. 

He ſeems, howe'er his Spirits ſtrive, 

A Skeleton, tho' yet alive. 

The Maids, who us'd his Form to prize, 
Behold his Caſe with weeping Eyes : 

His Friend, the Coachman, cloſer draws, 
And ſwears he will find out the Cauſe ; 
And Tom, once when they were alone, 
To him made all the Matter known. 


So many various Poſtures tries, 

That I muſt fall a Sacrifice. 

In few Days more my Life will end ; 

Once ev'ry Hour I muſt attend; 

For fix Months paſt tis true, my Lad, 
This Reſpite is the firſt I've had, 

— Sir Jon don't go to Change to Day — 
Therefore ſhe's found another Way. 

Whene'er my Bell the Signal gives, 

Up Stairs poor Thomas ſadly drives; 


Quoth he, ſo oft my Lady plies, 2 


Sh'as found, by ſome damn'd Means, or other, 


The ſureſt Way to make a Mother, 
Is to invert the Courſe of Nature, 
And, by the back Way to come at her. 


Thus, when Sir JohN from Dinner goes, 
To take his uſual fleepy Doſe, 
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She'll thro' the Cloſet- Window peep, | 
And I into the Room muſt creep, . KH 
The Knight, you know'll, be fait aſleep. 3 
And this ſhe does, in ſpecial Grace, 
To do't before her Huſband's Face. 
As on the Window ſhe's reclin'd, 
I muſt, forſooth, turn up behind 
There give her Pleaſure, for my Pain, 

And, when [I've done, ſkulk down again. 

I dread the Taſk but hark ! the Bell 

! muſt be gone, wou'd 'twere to Hell, 
Quoth Rois, hold! you ſeem uneaſy, 
J have a Thought, I think, will pleaſe ye; 
Into my Head *tis juſt now come ; 

Let me, for once, go in thy Room — 
With all my Heart, if you'll attempt her : 
Z—&ds, never fear, quoth Bos, I'Il venture. 
Rosin, up Stairs, ſtraight took his Way; 
She's fix'd, — afleep his Honour lay; 

So eager was ſhe for the Game, 

She'd got all ready e'er he came. 

Her Cloaths were o'er her looſely thrown ; 
Her plump Poſteriors plainly ſhown, 

Like forky Appenines appear, 

Whoſe ſnowy Tops on each Side rear ; 

That they, in Contraſt, clearly ſhow, 

The ſhady Valley juſt below. 

Her Legs were ſpread in. proper Poſture, 

And Bos did properly accoft her : 

But, as the Road to him was new, 

He could not readily get thro' ——— 


Away, 


way, 


| 
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Away, ſhe cries, good Tou, away; 
Lord ! you are — gad — oh — you are — pry | 
You hurt me very much to Day. 1 
O don! — O Lord! — why you're quite wild — | 
Doſt think, Tou this will get a Child! | 
O Yes, — let's have a thumping Heir 
For him that's ſleeping in the Chair, 
Make haſte — I can't — dear Tom, I vow, 
O now —— Oh if you love me — now! 


— 


The Lady knowing Tou before, 
Thought all ſhe had t' expect was o'er : 
But briſker Ronin ne'er drew back, 
Prepar'd for t'other hearty Smack, 
Kept on his Road — which when ſhe found, 
Surpriz'd ! ſhe turn'd her Head around; 
When he, afraid of future Danger, 
Was going, to avoid her Anger 
When pleas'd, ſhe cried — good Bos, drive on — 
— Good Coachman, pray don't ſtop fo ſoon; 


Sir Joux, who knew not, half awake, 
Of all this Buſtle what to make; 
Soon as he'd rubb'd his Horns aſide, 
His Cuckold-Peepers open'd wide; 
Saw how the Steed ſtood in their Geer, 
Both on the f ide, and the near; 
Saw which was under, which was upper, 
And mark'd the Motion of the Crupper : 
But wiſely thinking, come what will, 
He could but be a Cuckold {till 
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Cries, Holla] honeft Brother Whip / 
Your Fellow Trav'lers you out-ſtrip. 
But, ſince my Lady wants a Son; 
I know ſhe'll have her Buſineſs done ; 


So! Welcome, Rosin, Pray drive on. 


— —— —— * 
* 


The RoBBER RO B' p. 


Certain Prieſt had hoarded up 
A Maſs of ſecret Gold; 
And where he might beſtow it ſafe, 
He knew not to be bold. 


At laſt it came into his Thought 
To lock it in a Cheſt; 
Within the Chancel, and he wrote 

Thereon, Hic Deus eff, 
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A merry Grig, whoſe greedy Mind 
Did long for ſuch a Prey, 

Reſpecting not the ſacred Words 
That on the Caſket lay; 


Took out the Gold, and blotting out 
The Prieſt's Inſcript thereon, 
Wrote, Reſurrexit, non eft hi : 
Your God is roſe and gone, 
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OME Huſbands, on a Winter Day, 
Were met to laugh their Spleen away. 
As Wine flows in, and Spirits riſe, 

They praiſe their Conſorts to the Skies, 
Obedient Wives are ſeldom known, 
Yet all could anſwer for their own, 
Acknowledg'd each as ſovereign Lord, 
Abroad, at Home, in Deed, and Word ; 
In ſhort as abſolute their Reign, as 
Grand Seignior's over his Sultanas. 

For Pride, or Shame to be out-done, 
All join'd in the Diſcourſe, but one. 
Who, vex'd ſo many Lies to hear, 
Thus ſtops their arrogant Career. 
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"Tis mighty ſtrange, Sirs, what you ſay, 
What! all ſo abſolutely ſway ? 
In England ! where Italiaus wile 
Have plac'd the Women's Paradiſe ? 
In London ! where the Sexes Flower 
Have of that Eden hx'd the Bower ? 
Fie ! Men of Senſe to be ſo vain , 
You're not in Turkey, nor in Spain, 
True Britons ali; I'll lay my Life, 
None here is Maſter of his Wife. 


Theſe Words the general Fury rouze, 
And all the common Cauſe eſpouſe. 
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Till one with Voice ſuperior ſaid, 
(Whoſe Lungs were ſounder than his Head) 
I'll ſend my Footman inſtant home, 

To bid his Miſtreſs hither come; 

And, if ſhe flies not at my Call, 

To own my Power before you all, 

I'Il grant I'm henpeck'd, if you pleaſe, 
As SY +, or as Socrates, 


Hold there replies th*ObjeCtor ſly, 
Prove firſt that Women never lie; 
Elſe Words are Wind — to tell you true 
I credit neither them, nor you; 
No, we'll be judg'd a ſurer Way, 
By what they do, not what they ſay. 
I'll hold you ſeverally that boaſt, 
A Supper at the Loſer's Coſt, 
That if you'll but vouchſafe to try 
A Trick I'Il tell you by and by, 
Send itraight for every Wife quite round, 
One Mother's Daughter is not found, 
But what betore her Huſband's Face 
Point blank his Orders diſobeys. 
To this they one and all conſent, 
The Wager's laid, the Summons went. 


Mean while he this Inſtruction gives, 
Pray only gravely tell your Wives, 
Your Will and Pleaſure is to invite 
'Theſe Friends to a boil'd Pig to Night, 
The 


The 
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The commoner the Trick has been, 
The greater Chance you have to win, 
The Treat is mine, if they refuſe; 
But if they boil it, then J loſe. 


The firſt, to whom the Meſſage dame, 
Was a well born and haughty Dame; 
A ſaucy Independent ſhe, 
With Jointure, and with Pin-Money, 
Secur'd by Marriage-Deeds from Wants, 
Without a ſeperate Maintenance. 
Her Loftineis diſdain'd to hear, 
Half thro* her Huſband's Meſſenger, 
But cut him ſhort — with how dare he 
"Mong Pot-Companions mention me ? 
He knows his Way (if ſober) Home, 
And if he wants me, let him come. 


This Anſwer, haſtily return'd, 
Pleas'd all, but him whom it concern'd. 
For each one thought his Wiſe on Trial, 
Would brighter ſhine by this Denial. 


The ſecond, was a Lady gay, 
Who lov'd to vifit, dreſs, and play, 
To ſpark it in the Box or Ring, 
And dance on Bi:th-Nights for the King, 
Whoſe Hen was buſy wont to be 
With ſomething elſe than Cookery. | 
She hearing of ker Huſband's Name, | 
Tho' much a Gentlewoman came; | 
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When half inform'd of his Requeſt, 


A Diſh, as he deſir'd it, dreſt, 
Quoth Madam, with a ſerious Face, 
(Without enquiring what it was) 
You can't ſure for an Anſwer look, 
Sir, do you take me for your Cook ? 
But I muſt haſte a Friend to ſee, 
Who ſtays my coming for her Tea. 
So ſaid, that Minute out ſhe flew. 
What could the ſlighted Huſband do? 
His Wager loſt, muſt needs appear 
For none obey that will not hear. 


The next, for Houſewifry renown'd, 
A Woman notable was own'd, 
Who hated Idleneſs and Airs, 
And minded Family Affairs; 
Expert in every Thing was the, 
At Needle-work, or Surgery : 
Fam'd for her Liquors far and near, 
From richeſt Cordials to ſmall Beer ; 
Jo ſerve a Feaſt ſhe underſtood, 
In Engliſb or in Foreign Mode; 
What e'er the wanton Taſte could chooſe, 
In Kickſhaws, Sauces, or Ragoos : 
he ſpar'd for neither Coſt nor Pain, 
Her welcome Gueſt to entertain. 
Her Huſband fair accoſts her thus: 
To Night theſe Friends will ſup with us. 
She anſwer'd with a Smile, my Dear, 
Your Friends are always welcome here. 
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— Rut we deſire a Pig, and pray, 

You'll boil it; — boil it! did you ſay? 
I hope you'll give me Leave to know | 
My Buſineſs better, Sir, than ſo: 

Why ne'er in any Book was yet 

Found ſuch a whimſical Receipt : 

My Drefling none need be afraid of, 

But ſuch a Diſh was never heard of. 

Ill roaſt it nice, but ſhall not boil it, 

Let thoſe who know no better, ſpoil it, 
— Her Huſband cry'd, for all my Boaſt, 
I own, the Wager's fairly loſt. 

And other Wives, beſides my Love, 

Or I'm miſtaken much, may prove 


As chargeable as this to me, 
To ſhow their Pride in Houſewifry. ? 


Now the poor Wretch that next him ſat, 
Felt his own Heart go pit a pat : 
For well he knew his Spouſe's Way, 
Her Spirit brook'd not to obey ; 
And never yet was in the Wrong —— 
He told her with a trembling Tongue, 
Where, and on what, his Friends would feaſt 
And how the Dainty ſhould be dreſt. 
— To Night, quoth (in a Paſſion) ſhe ? 
No Sir, to Night it cannot be; 
And was it a boil'd Pig you faid ? 
You and your Friends ſure are not mad, 
'The Kitchen is the proper Sphere, 
Where none but Females ſhould appear, 


And 
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And Cooks their Orders, by your Leave, 


Always from Miſtreſſes receive. 

Boil it! — was ever ſuch an Aſs ? 

I pray, what would you have for Sauce ? 
If any Servant in my Pay 

Dare dreſs a Pig that filly Way, 

In ſpite of any Whim of yours, 

I'll turn her quickly out of Doors. 

For ſuch a Thing, (nay never frown) 
Where I am Miſtreſs, ſhall be done. 
Each Woman wiſe her Huſband rules ; 
Paſſive Obedience is for Fools. 


This Caſe was quickly judg'd ; behold ! 

A fair one of a ſofter Mold; 

Good Humour ſparkled in her Eye, 
And unaffected Pleaſantry: 

So mild and ſweet ſhe enter'd in, 

Her Spouſe thought certainly to win : 
(Pity ſuch golden Hopes ſhou'd fail,) 
Soon as heard th*'appointed Tale. 

My Dear, I know not, I proteſt, 
Whether in Earneſt or in Jeſt, 

So ſtrange a Supper you demand, 
Howe'er, I'll not diſputing ſtand, 
But do't freely as you bid it, 

Prove but that ever Woman did it, 
— | his Cauſe, by general Conſent, 
Was loſt for Want of Preced: nt. 
Thus each deny'd a ſeveral Way; 
But all agreed to diſobey. 
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One 


One only Dame did yet remain, 
Who downright honeſt was, and plain, 
If now and then her Voice ſhe tries, 

*Tis not for Rule, but Exerciſe. 

Unus'd her Lord's Commands to light, 
Yet ſometimes pleading for the Right. 
She made her little Wiſdom go, 

Farther than wifer Women do. 

Her Huſband tells her, looking grave, 

A roaſting Pig I boil'd would have; 

And to prevent all pro and con, 

I muſt inſiſt to have it done. 

Says ſhe, my deareſt, ſhould your Wife, 
Get a nick Name to laſt for Life ? 

If you reſolve to ſpoil it, do; 

But then I hope you'll eat it too. 

For, tho' *tis boil'd to hinder ſquabble, 

I ſhall not, will not fit at Table. 

She ſpoke, and her good Man alone, 
Found he had neither loſt nor won. 

So fairly parted Stakes: The reſt 

Fell on the Wag that caus'd the Jeſt, 

„ Would your Wife boil it? Let us ſee,” 
Hold there, you did not lay with me. 
You'll find, in ſpite of all you've boaſted, 
Your Pigs are fatted to be roaſted, 

The Wager s loſt, no more contend; 
But take this Counſel from a Friend. 
Boaſt not your Empire, if you prize it; 
For happieſt he, who never tries it. 


iO Wives 
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Wives unprovoked beſt obey, 

And that you'll find the ſafeſt Way. 
But if your Dear once take the Field, 
Reſolve at firſt to win or yield ; 

For Heaven no Medium ever gave, 
Between a Sovereign and a Slave. 


— — 


— — — 


HODGE and te DEVIL, 


AT ALE 


By Mr. J. NICOLL., 


Non omne quod Micat 
Aurum «/t. 


S there a Man, fo rich an Heir 
To Fortune's providential Care, 
Whom Diſappointments ne'er perplex, 

Nor anxious Viſitations vex ? 
In heavy Loads Mankind have had 'em, 
Down from their ancient Daddy Adam. 


All is not Gold, the Proverb ſays, 
That glitters, with refulgent Rays; 
And thoſe who court its bright Pofleſſion, 
Oft times embrace an airy Viſion. 


So when *t has been poor Poet's Fate 
To 've vain Dependance on the Great; 
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Or ExpeQation of a Purſe 

Of ſplendid Guineas for his Verſe, 

And Promiſes are all his Gains, 

What golden Dreams perplex his Brains ! 
Roger, a Swain, knew either how 

To drive a Cart, or milk a Cow ; 

And always had good Share of Plow ; 
When having ſpent in Toil the Day, 

At Night he'd whiſtle home his Way, 


It happen'd once upon a Time, 
Poſſeſs'd with Learning moſt ſublime, 
Hodge converſation'd with the Devil, 
Who ſerv'd poor Hodge Trick moſt uncivil: 
Indeed! — the Devil, ſay you ? — ay; 
And you ſhall hear how by and by. 


Roger coming Home one Night, Sir, 
With a waundy Appetite, Sir; 
Impatient Gut exciting, he 
Breaks out in this Soliloquy : 
© Of all the Dainties Eating's good in, 
© There's none compar'd with Beef and Pudding; 
And now and then, brave hearty Cheer! 
© A Jugg of Farmer Barley's Beer, 
© Than which there's nought can better pleaſe, 
Well bung'd with Lunch of Bread and Cheeſe. 
© But let me ſee —— as I'm a Sinner, 
© There's all the Beef left, boil'd for Dinner: 
Oh! Beef, thou Source of all Delight, 
With thee I'll glut my Soul this Night!“ 


Heage 
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Hodge being arriv'd at Pantry-Door, 
Where he had left boil'd Beef galore: 
T' his great Surprize and ſmall Relief, 
He found that ſome damn'd hungry Thief, 
Had made away with all his Beef ! 
Oh! how he ſtorm'd and made a Rout, 
Cou'd he but find the Villain out —— 
Howe'er, he ſwore he'd have an Anſwer 
The next Morn from cunning Man, Sir : 
But how he made it up with Belly, 
I will as brief as may be tell ye; 
And, without any more ado, 


The Sequel of the Tale purſue, 


At laſt, ſays Hodge, and ſcratch'd his Head, 
© Muſt I go Supperleſs to Bed? 
c No, — let me ſee — a Spark of Fire 
Now wou'd gratify my Deſire.” 
*Tis found and having ta'en a Skillet, 
With Milk and Flour he haſtes to fill it; 
Of which, a Meſs all of a ſudden 
He made, and call'd it Haſty Pudding ; 
And of it having eat moſt manful- 
Ly, about a three Quart Pan full; 
Roger began to be at reſt, 
And fo betook himſelf to Neſt. 
How ſweet's the Life of rural Swains ? 
W hat Bliſs ſucceeds their daily Pains ? 
His homely Hut, twice fifty Suns, 
Had ſtood unviſited by Duns ; 
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And no Importancy of State- 
Affairs perplex'd his peaceful Pate, 
For let 'em go, Sir, as they will, 
Roger is ſemper idem ſtill. 


But, lo! about the Dead of Night, 
A hideous cloven-footed Sprite 
Appear'd to Hodge, with ſtretch'd out Claws, 
And out o' Bed he ſtraitway draws 
The poor and harmleſs trembling Swain, 
Mumbling forth his Pray*rs amain : 
© I'm Pluto, Swain, the Phantom faid 
Come, follow. me, be not diſmay'd.” 
With cringing Bow and great Submiſſion, 
He ſtrait obeys the dreadful Viſion. 


Hodge behind, the Devil before, 
Making their Exit. out-at Door ; 
You wou'd ha* burſt your Sides with Laughter, 


'To've ſeen the Clown creep quiv'ring after. 


Into the Orchard Pluto goes, 
With his black A tow' rds Hodge's Noſe, 


Where, pointing to an ancient Tree, 


* Roger, hard by that Root, ſays he, 
There lies a Fund of Gold for thee.” 
At that a Smile o'erſpread his Face, 
And Hodge began to've Heart of Grace, 


And thus accoſts the gen'rous Devil, 


Faith, Maſter Pluto, this is civil, 
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© And I ever ſhall endeavour Sin 
© To recompenſe this wondrous Favour : ——— 

© But, hold tho' ſtay how ſhall I find 

© 'The Place again, no Mark behind! | 
© Good Sir, if 'tis not too much Trouble, : 
Will you tell me that, Sir? Bubble.” 

< Sh—te near the Place, and on my Word, 


* 'Thoul't know next Morning by the 1— .' V 
Hodge made a Shift, I know not how, Tra 
To thank him with an awkard Bow ; | Wit 
Then ſtrain'd the Token there to lay, Fror 
And ftrait the Devil fled away. AB 
| | Twe 

Roger in the Morning wak'd, 5 | Didſt 
His golden Pudding being bak'd, | Twe 
And rubb'd his Eyes, and rais'd his Head, | Seem 
And found a ſwinging 1 — d in Bed. ä A br 
| | <6 AB Of 1; 
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EPIGRAM. 


OPSA whipping her Scarf on, ſcuds away 
to the Park, 
And cries, for a Venus I'll paſs i in the Dark. 
With her Hoop ſpreading wide, and her ſoft-ſooth- 
ing Tale, 
She knows her coarſe Features may ſometimes 
prevail. Nel 13 


Well, 


169 
Well, the Baggage plays arch, thus to wound in 
the Night, 


Since her Face wou'd ſtrike dread, if reveal'd in 
the Light, 


— — — 
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A LA4 MODE. 


Y better ſelf, my Heav' n, my Joy! 
While thus imparadis'd I lye, 
Tranſported in thy circling Arms 
With freſh Variety of Charms, 
From Fate I ſcarce can think to crave 
A Bliſs, for what in thee I have. | | 
Twelve Months, my Dear, are paſt, ſince thou 
Didſt plight to me thy Virgin Vow; _ 
Twelve. Months in Rapture ſpent ! for they 
Seem ſhorter than St. Lucy's Day: 
A bright Example we ſhall prove 
Of laſting Matrimonial Love. 


| Mean while, I beg the Gods to grant 
(The only Favour that I want) 
That I may not ſurvive, to ſee 


ly Happineſs expire with thee. 
! ſhould I loſe my deareſt Dear, 
By thee, and all that's good I ſwear, 
doth- d give myſelf the fatal Blow, 
; And waft thee to the World below. 
times | 


When 
W ell 3 
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When wheedle thus to Spouſe in Bed ( 
Spoke the beſt Things he e'er had read, f 
Madam (ſurpriz'd, vou muſt ſuppoſe it ly 
Had lock'd a Templar in the Cloſet ; C 
A Vouth of pregnant Parts, and Worth, : Q 
To play at Picgurt; — and —a==foforth b 4 
This Wag, when he had heard the whole, 50 
Demurely to the Curtains ſtole; So 
And peeping in, with ſolemn Tone 
Cry'd out, O Man ! thy Days are done ; 
The Gods are fearful of the worſt ; 

And ſend me, Death, to fetch thee fir/? : 
To ſave their Fav'rite from Self-Murder : 

Lo ! thus I execute their Order. 

Hold, Sir, for ſecond Thoughts are beſt, 
The Huſband cry'd; tis my Requeſt, 3 
With Pleaſure to prolong my Life. _— 
Your meaning ? 


pray, Sir, take my Wife. 


Women the beſt Politicians. 


A FALE: „ M 


NE Night plump Suk and Coachman NED, Þ « If 
A Bargain ftruck in haſte to wed ; 
A Crown was ſtak'd, the Pair conſented 
To loſe their Pledge, who' firſt repented. 
- Time, for the Matrimonial Farce 
* To- morrow comes Nep hangs an A—ſec. 
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Of bad the beſt poor Suk makes, 
And angry claims his forfeit Stakes. 
Ne frankly paid it as agreed, 
Of a worſe Bargain to be freed; _ 
Quoth he — thour't welcome on my Life, 
A cheap Divorſement from a Wife ] 


— The crafty Quean, who feign'd a while, 
Soon anſwer'd with a jeering Smile, 


Ah Fool ! tis well you firſt relented, 
Pd loft had you but ſeem'd contented ; 
Gladly your Freedom Pl! reſtore, 


| One Shilling ſpend —— and pocket Four. 


Ladies, lay Ovid's Rules apart, 
In Love learn thriftier SUsAN's Art. 


4e. E PI GR ANI. 


ILES JoLr as ſleeping in his Cart he lay, 
| Some pilf*ring Villains ſtole his Team away. 
| GiLEs wakes and cries — << what's here, a dikin |! 
what ! 
„Why how now, am I GILES F —or am I not! 
„J be, — I've loſt fix Geldings to my Smart; 
NED, © If nat, — odds Buddikins, I've found a Cart. 


The 
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From RABELAIS. 


O NE married to a Country Flirt 

Full ſkittiſh, ſays the Youth, 
Bite me, my Dear, if you I hurt, 
My Finger's in your Mouth, 


When all was o'er, he aſk'd his Bride, 
If any Thing did ſting her, 

She, by a Queſtion too, reply'd 
And did I bite your Finger, 


UN IT 


Litth DoGs have long Tails. 


E have it by Tradition told, 
That Jove, for Man's Creation; 
Rak'd up a ſwinging Heap of Mould, 
And gave it due Formation ? 


When all was done, a little Mould 
[ Was left, and rather than, Sir, 
1 He'd throw the leaſt of it away, 


f He made a little Man, Sir. 
Then from OL.yMpus Top around 


The Earth, his Eyes he caſt, Sir, 
And to his Joy, all ſmiling found, 
Save him whom he made laſt, Sir. 


Sayt 


dayt 
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Says Jovx, what makes you frown and ſigh, 
The .reſt are pleaſant all, Sir, 
So (ſays the little Man) ſhould I, 
If I were full as tall, Sir. 


The Men will 3 at me alaſs, 
The Females too, will rig me; 

And cry, behold (where'er I paſs) 
There goes the little Pigmy. 


The Caſe (ſays Jove) is hard I find, 
Howe'er, I'l-ftrive to pleaſe ye, 
I've yet a little Mould behind 


Will make the Matter eaſy : 


Then having ſcrap'd up all the Mould, 


That ſcattered lay there, Sir, 
Like DiA PALMA Plaiſter rowl'd, 
He fix'd it, you know where, Sir, 


now, thou art as good (ſays JovE) 
As any, tho' the ſmalleſt ; 
The Females too, as well thoul't move, 
As any tho” the. Tuleg. ö 


In this, *tis plain, Jory rightly queſe'd, DIE 


For e'er 'fince the Creation; 
omen, like little Men the beſt, 
In Acts of Generation., 


E 


The 
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The PR1ZE. PE 


Virgin of a ſprightly Mien, 
That danc'd with SYLvia on the Green , 
Her Foot upon a Pebble tript, 
And down her Leg her Garter Hipe : Wy 
Which when the Phæſtian Nymph did mils, 
She promis'd to the Youth a X, 
That ſhould to her her Garter bring, 
It was a rich 8:dpnian String 
ALLExXIS was the happy Swain, 
That did this mighty Prize obtain; 
And had theſe two been but alone; 
She would have let him ty'd it on. 


* 
— aaa * _— — ——- 3... — —— — 


Eprrarn on a May peg, his Wirz, re- 
preſented ſcolding on 1 heir Grave. 


TAY, Batchelwr | if you have Wit, 
A Wonder to behold! 

Huſband and Wife, in one dark Pit, 
- Lie * and never es | 


Tread rofily, tho — 15 bas the . 
Hark ! ſhe begins already ? 

You've hurt my Head — my Shoulder ales. 

Theſe Sots can ne er move ſteady, 
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Ah, Friend, with happy Freedom bleſt ! 
See ! how my Hopes miſcarried. 

Not Death itſelf can give you Reſt, 
Unleſs you die unmarried. 


Woman's Reſolution, 


H, cried ARSENIA, long in Wedlock bleſt, 
Her Head reclining on her Huſband's Breaſt, 
Should Death divide thee from thy doting Wife, 
What Comfort could be found in widow'd Life? 
How the Thought ſhakes me? —— Heav'n my 
STREPHON fave! : 
Or give the loſt ARs EN IA half his Grave! 


Jovx heard the lovely Mourner, and approv'd, 
And ſhould not Wives, ſaid he, like this, be lov'd ? 
Take the ſoft Sorrower at her Word, and try 
How firmly rooted Female [ruth can lie. 

*T was faid and done ! — the tender STREPHON 
died, 

ARSENIA two long Months t'outlive him tried 

But in the third, — alaſs | — became @ Bride. 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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A TALE. , From RABELA!ls. 


WO Goſſips prating in a Church, 

The Devil, who' ſtood upon the Lurch, 
In Short-hand on a Parchment-Roll 
Wrote down their Words; and when the Scroll 
Could hold no more (it was ſo full) 
His Devilſhip began to pull 
And ſtretch it with his Teeth, which failing, 
He knock' d bis Head againſt the Railing. 
St. MARTIN laugh'd, tho? then at Maſs, 
To ſee the. Devil ſuch an Aſs. 
To think a Parchment-Roll, or e'en a Skin 
Could hold two. Women's Chat when they begin. 


— — _—_— 
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From RABELAIS, 


ILL, fill your Glaſs which empty ſtands : 
Empty it, and let it paſs: 
For I hate to ſee in People's Hands, 
A full or empty Glaſs. 


——— AS IS Nn —— * 7 2 i 4 — ä 
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From RABELAIS. 


ONG Jon to Bed went to his Bride, 
And laid a Mallet by his Side: 
What means this Mallet, JohN, faith ſhe ? 
_ Why ! tis to wedge thee home, quoth he. rap 


77 | 
Alaſs ! cry'd ſhe, the Man's a Fool: 
What need you uſe a wooden Tool ? 
When luſty WiLL does to me come, 
He never ſhoves but with his Bum. 


From RABELAIS 


A Certain upſtart Citizen of late, | 

Would cut a Figure, and would needs look 
great, 

A Enot of Country Gentlemen were met ; 

And, like a Row of Onions, all were ſett. 

And he amidſt *em. Supper being ſerv'd, 

To this and that and t'other Man he carv'd. 

Ducks, Lev'rets, Partridge, Turky-pout he cuts, 

And on their Plates what Part he pleaſes, puts. 

In dealing out their Pittances, the Elf 

Took ſpecial Care, not to forget himſelf. 

Well ſtor'd his Plate was of the choiceſt Things 

But, above all, a Pile of Partridge Wings. 

One, that lov'd Partridge Wings as well as Cit, 

Whips from his Plate the beſt Sir is it fit, 

Said he to Monſieur Carver, is it right, 

« You ſhould have all the Wings, in our deſpite 

© You, who already take too high a Flight? 


E 3 
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A Modern Paſtoral Courtſhip. 


N vain ſhall Criticks, Wits, or Beaux, 

Their want of Senſe in Songs expoſe ; 
In vain ſhall ſpruce good natur'd Cits, 
In Wigs of Taſte, ſet up for Wits ; 
In ſenſeleſs Rhimes, and dying Strains, 
To ſing of Loves, and Darts, and Pains, 
Of cruel Nymphs, and bleeding Swains. 
Dull Wretches ! only taught to ſmatter, 
And murder Copies drawn from Nature ; 
Tho? Love's a God, *tis long ago 
He us'd to ramble here below; 
Since when, each Nymph's as great a Queen as 
E'er was his jilting Mother VENUS; 
Each Swain's a dull illiterate Plowman, 
Nor kneels, nor dies, for any Woman. 
Tho? antient Bards their Scenes did lay, 
In Plains of fair Arcadia, 
Muſt we make Bedfordſbire to be 
A flow'ry Plain in Itahy? 
Or write Clariſſa, or Lucetta, 
For what in Fact is Moll, or Betty. 
No, — if in theſe degenerate Days, 
The World is ſunk to viler Ways; 
Let's put no Face on a bad Matter, 
To make our Circumſtances better, 
But ſtill exactly follow Nature. 
Yet ſhould (as Truth forbids) the Muſe 
Begin as modern Songſters uſe, 


In 
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In pompous Stile would run my Tale, 
* Faſt by a Willow in the Vale, 
Fair Phœbe ſigbing ſat alone, 
And by her Colin made his Moan. 
But thus I am not pleas'd to make it, 

'Then as I write, or leave or take it. 

In Country Vill of little Note, 

From London's noiſy Town remote, 

Two Farmers liv'd, both rich in Health, 

And all the Village was their Wealth, 

Their Houſes, Barns, and Acres join'd, 

As mutual Intereſt inclin'd ; c 
For both were happy in an equal Mind, 

Each kept his Nag, and each his Team, 

And weekly each to Market came, c 
To Dunſtable, a Town of Fame. 

The one a roſy Daughter had, 

The other's Bleſſing was a Lad; 

Well made he was, of Stature thick, 

His Age was twenty, and his Name was Dick? 
He was a Loon, well ſkill'd and knowing 

In th' Arts of reaping, and of mowing, 

And none than him could better know 

To wield a Flail, or hold the Plough ; 

At Mart he'd haggle for a Farthing, 

That none could beat bim at a Bargain, 


8 —_— 


Lines exactly taken from a Manuſcript Poem, high- 
ly approved by its Author. 
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Beſide ' 
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Beſide theſe Qualities, a many | 
He had, to fave his Father's Penny : 
For having read, (as *gainſt his Need 
Dick, when a Boy, had learn'd to read) 


One Doctor, what do ye call him's Treatiſe, 


He knew the whole Soto gelder s Theſis; 
Could bleed a Hotſe, or ring a Sow, 
Or cure the Sickneſs of a Cow, 


And when th' Infection ſpread the Nation, 


Sav'd all about from the Contagion; 
Could cer in rainy Seaſons keep, 

The Murrain from among the Sheep; 
Do all theſe Things, tho” Richard cou'd, 
The Girl was in her Way as good; 
A tight young Houſewife, neat and clean, 
Her Name was Moll, her Age Fifteen ; 
She'd cook to Nicety a Diſh 

Of roaſt, or boil's, or Fowl, or Fiſh ; 
Full well could brew, as well could bake, 
Could Elder Wine, or Cyder make: 

And ne'er a Laſs ſo good as Mary, 

To make new Cheeſe, or keep a Dairy; 
At Market too it is confeſt, 

She ſold her Eggs and Butter beſt ; 

Could too whene'er the Caſe was urgent, 
Perform the Buſineſs of a Surgeon ; 
Could make a Julep for the Ptyſick, 

Or boil a Purge by Way of Phylick ; 

She had a Salve that e'er could cure 
Kib'd Heels, or any Kind of Sore ; 


She 
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She gave her Patients, Prunes or Sego; 
And had a Secret for the Ague, 

Which from her Great Great Grandmother, 
Had now deſcended down to her; 
Beſide, ſhe kept for ev'ry End, 

All modern Empiricks can vend, 

All box'd, or bottled up moſt ſafely, 
Of Greenough, Godfrey, or of Daffy; 
The black Sheeps Turds of Anderſon, 
Or Balſam ſtale of Turlington : 

All which ſhe gave moſt gen'rouſly, 

To + Taſker's Wives, that could not buy, 
The good old Folks had long agreed, 
This Couple ſhould each other wed ; 

And thinkiagg now their Age would do, 
Twas Time they had begun to woo z 
And rightly both conceiv'd the Son, 
Should to the Daughter be ſet on; 

That firſt the Man ſhould win the Maid, 
Tho” laſt he gains the bridal Bed. 
Dick, quoth his Father, ods my Life ! 
My Boy, what ſayſt thou to a Wife? 
Hold up your Head, as I'm alive, 

You're like a Man of Twenty Five. 
Nay, Father do not count ſo faſt, 

For my Share I'm in no ſuch Haſte, 
Quoth Dick, but let us reckon fair ; 
Next Graſs our jolting crop'd-ear'd Mare, 


— 
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Is One and Twenty; now do ye ſee, 

That I am juſt as old as ſhe; 

Tho? for a Wife, if you think well, 

And I ſhould hap to like the Girl, 

Egad, tho' I'm in no ſuch Hurry, 

I don't care much if I ſhould marry. 

How ! like her Dick / why, what daft ſay? 
To black eyed Molly &er the Way. 

Humph ! She may do, but how doſt know, 
Whether ſhe may like me or no? 

Why, Dick, it is in vain to gueſs 

At Women by Appearances ; 

So dreſs yourſelf up clean and tight, 

And go and aſk her that to Night. 

Nay, hold ye, hold ye, Patience, Father, 
I'ſe not in ſo much Hurry neither; 

We'll put it off another Day, 

III call I often go that Way. 

Next Week as Dick from Market came, 
Whiſtling along aſide his Team; 

Tth' Yard young Molly milking fat, 

He ſtop'd, and leaning o'er the Gate, 
Cries out aloud, Ho! Mary ] pray, 
Wouldſt have me for a Huſband ? Hey ? 
The Maid ne'er courted in ſuch Guile, 

As loud unto the Clown replies, 
I have you, fimple Richard? No 
Then, gee up Dobbin, we muſt go, 
Quoth Dick, then whips his Team along, 
And recreates them with a Song. 


Nor 
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Nor Love can give a Moment's Smart, 
Nor Diſappointment break his Heart. 


EPI R AM by Barnaby Buxom. 


Iſtorians and Poets, both Writers of Fame, 
Agree that the Moon and Diana's the fame ; 
If fo — 'tis a Lie, tho' a Maxim well known, 
What many avouch, there's a Man in the Moon: 
For Diana was always ſo ſtout for her Honour, 
She'd have ſcratch'd out his Eyes e er a Man had 
got on i her. ek 


Er ICRA en F—te and W-. 


& Maa F—te an Aſs took off, the Story goes; 
And - bray'd, but ſnuffled in the Noſe; 
To whom their Umpire cry'd — Peace, Peace, 

you Puppy, 


F—trs the true Rafe 4 — you but his Copy. 
93H 
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EPIGRAM: 


S thro? the Graſs a ſubtle Serpent ſtray'd, 
To Strephon's Arms ran Sylvia, trembling 
Maid, 
But in the Swain a ſubtler Serpent found, 
Whoſe Sting, tho* ſweet, with Venom fill'd the 
Wound, 


Mt 1 r —_— 
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Written by a young Gentleman, * 


TITTY, a fair but frozen Maid, 
Kindled a Flame I yet deplore 
The h2od-wink'd Boy, I call'd for Aid, 
Much of his near Approach afraid ; 
So fatal to my Suit before. 


At length, propitious to my Prayer, 
The little Urchin came; 
From Earth I ſaw him mount in Air, 
And ſoon he clear'd with dext'rous Care, 
The bitter Relicks of my Flame: 


To K:tty, Sally now ſucceeds, ' Fg : 
Who kindles flow, but laſting Fires; 
Each Appetite of mine ſhe-feeds z | 
While ev'ry Day a Victim bleeds, 
To ſatisfy my warm Deſires. 


1 _ * 1 


* * 0 


0 On the Maid ſetting Fire to the Chimney. 


Says 


md 0 
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Say, by what Title, or what Name, 
Shall I the Youth addreſs, 
Cupid and he are not the ſame, 
Yet both can raiſe, or quench a Flame 
Read this again and gueſs. 


The Officious Meſſenger : 
OR: 
Sqitmre LoB and his Dos, 
4 Tarr 


AN of precarious Science van, 
Treats other Creatures with Diſdain ; 
Ner Pug, nor Shock, have common Senſe, 
Nor even Poll the leaſt Pretence, 

Tho? ſhe can chatter, prate and bawl, 

To be accounted rational. 

The brute Creation here below, _ 

It ſeems, is Nature's Puppet- how: 

But Clockwork all, and meer Machiae ; 
What can theſe idle Gimcracks mean ? 

Ye World-Makers of Greſbam-Hall, 

Dog Rover ſhall confute ye all; 


D 
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Shall prove, that every reaſoning Brute, 
Like Ben * of Bangor can diſpute, 
Can apprehend, judge, ſyllogize, 
And like proud Bentley criticiſe : 
At a moot Point, or odd Diſaſter, 
Is often wiſer than his Maſter : 
He may miſtake ſometimes tis true, 
None are infallible but you. 
The Dog whom nothing can miſlead, 
Muſt be a Dog of Parts, indeed. 


But to my Tale. Hear me my Friend, 


And with due Gravity attend, 


Rover, as Heralds arc agreed, 
Well born, and of the ſetting Breed ; 
Rang'd high, was ſtout, of Noſe acute, 
A very learn'd and courteous Brute : 
In parallel Lines the Ground he beat, | 
Not ſuch as in one Centre meet, 
In thoſe, let blundering + Doctors deal, 
His were exactly parallel. Rs 


When tainted Gales the Game betray, 
Down cloſe he drops, and eyes his Prey; 
Tho? different Paſſions tempt the Soul, 


True as the Needle to the Pole. 
He keeps his Point, and panting lies 
The floating Net above him flies, 


Then dropping ſweeps the fluttering Prize. 


The Biſhop of Bangor, then a great Diſputant. 
+, Dr. Sachewerel, about that Time, in a Sermon, 


aflerted, parallel Lines met in one Centre. 
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Nor this his only Excellence, 

When ſurly Farmers took Offence, 

And the rank Corn the Sport deny'd, 
Still faithful to his Maſter's Side ; 

A Thouſand pretty Pranks he play'd, 
And chearful each Command obey'd : 
Humble his Mind, tho' great his Wit, 
Would lug a Pig, or turn the Spit ; 
Would fetch and carry, leap o'er Sticks, 
And Fifty ſuch diverting Tricks. 

Nor Partridge, nor wiſe Gadbury, 
Could find loſt Goods ſo well as he: 
Bid him go back a Mile or more, 

And ſeck the Glove you dropt before, 
Still his unerring Noſe would wind it, 
If above Ground, and ſure to find it; 
Whimp'ring for Joy his Maſter meet, 
And humbly lay it at his Feet. 14 


But hold; it cannot be deny'd, 
But uſeful Talents miſapply'd, 
May make ſad Work it happ'd one Day, 
Squire Lob his Maſter, took his Way, © 
New ſhav'd, and ſmug, and very tight, 
To compliment a neighbouring Knight : 
With him, obſequious Rover trudg'd, 
Nor from his Heels one Moment budg'd: 
Half Way they travell'd fair and ſoft, 
But Oh!] lifting his Leg aloft 
To climb a Stile; ſtrange Chance enſu'd, 
He ſlip'd a Button, and bedew'd, 
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Oh fad ! his Draw'rs clean waſh'd and white, 
(The Dev'l ſure ow'd poor Lob a ſpite) þ 
Moſt woefully bedaub'd, he moans 1 
His piteous Caſe, with Sighs and Groans; 7 
To loſe his Dinner and return, 0 
Was very hard not to be borne. P 
Hunger they ſay, Parent of Arts, Þ 


Will make a Fool a Man of Parts; 1 
The ſharp ſet Squire reſolv'd at laſt, * 
Whate'er befel him, not to faſt. 0 
He mus'd a-while, chaf*d, ſtrain'd his Wits, 
At length on this Expedient hits, 3 
To the next Brook with ſober Pace, Ag 
He tends, preparing to uncaſe : — 
Stradling and muttering all the Way, 7. 
Curſing t'himſelf th'unlucky Day. 0 
The Coaſt now clear, no Soul in View; . 
Off in a Trice his Breeches drew; — 
More leiſurely his Draw'rs, for Care 'l 
And Caution were convenient there. . = 
At length, with Pain the Work atchiev'd, 15 
He rubs and ſorubs the Parts aggriev d; 5 
Then with nice Hand, and Look ſedate, 15 
Rowls up his Draw'rs with their rich Fright, * { 
And hides them in a Buſh, at leiſure 5 
Reſolv'd to fetch the hidden Treaſure; | 
While truſty Rover lay hard by, 1 
Obſerving all, with curious Eye. bags 


Now 


N 
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Now rigg'd again, once more a Beau, 
And Matters fix d in Statu gue 


Briſk as a Snake in merry May, 

That juſt had caſt his Skin away; 
Gladſome he caper'd o'er the Green, 
Preſuming, he was ſweat and clean : 

For Oh! among us mortal Elves, 

How few there are ſmell out themſelves. 
With a 44ole's Ear, and Eagle's Eye, 
And with a Blood Hownd's Noſe we fly, 
At others Faults implacably 

But where's that Ear, that Eye, that Noſe, 
Againſt its Maſter will depoſe ? 

Ruddy Miſs Prue, with Golden Hair, 
Stinks like a Pole-Cat, or a Bear; 

Yet romps about me every Day, 

Sweeter ſhe thinks, than new- made Hay, 
Lord Plauſible, at Tom's and Will's, 
Whoſe pois'nous Breath, in Whiſpers kill, 
Still buzzes in my Ear, nor knows, 
What fatal Secrets he beſtows ; 

Let him deſtroy each Day a Score, 

"Tis mere Chance-medly, and no more. 
In ſhort, Self-love bribes every Senſe, 
And all at Home is Excellence, 


The Squire arriv'd, in decent Plight, 
With Reverence due, ſalutes the Knight, 
Compliments paſt, the Dinner Bell 
Rung quick and loud: harmonious Kell 


F 
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To greedy Leb! ev'n Orpheus' . 
Did ne'er ſuch rapt'rous Joys inſpire; 
Tho! this the ſavage Herd obey ; the 
That Hunger turns more 8 than they. 
mely Order now appea 

okay 3 loaded with 2 Chear; 

r Ladyſhip brings up the Rear. 
3 the liſps, your R Thir, 
* The Ways are bad, one cannot * 
« Abroad, or 'twere indeed unkind, 
To leave good Miſtriſs Lob behind: 
© Shee's well, I hope? Maſter they lay, 
Comes on apace : howth's Miſs I pray 
Leb bow'd, and cring'd, and muttering low, 
Made to his Chair, would fain fall too. 


Theſe weighty 9 50 — juſted ſoon, 
dy brandiſhes her Spoon. 

8 Lob, pleas'd with his Treat, 
Too near the Fire had choſe his Seat, 
And minded nothing but his Meat : 
When oh ! th'EMuvia of his Bum, 
Began amain to ſcent the Room, 
Ambroſial Sweets, and rich Perfume l 
The tittering Footman ſtopp'd his Noſe, 
The Chaplain too, ander the Roſe, 


Made aukward Mouths — the Knight took Sault, 


ff; 

Her Ladyſhip began to hu 

Indeed Sir Jobn, nay, good my Dear, 
* *Tis wrong to make your Kennel here; 


Dogs 


While P 
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© Dogs in their Place, are good I own ; 
But in the Parlour, Foh ! be gone.“ 
Now Rookwoed, leaves th' unfiniſh'd Bone, 
Baniſh'd for Failings not his own! 
No Grace, ev'n Fidler could obtain, 
And favourite Virgin fawns in vain, 
The Servants to the Stranger kind, 
Leave truſty Rover ſtill behind; 
But Lob, who would not ſeem to be 
Defective in Civility 
For the Removal of all Doubt, 
Knitting his Brow, bids him get out; 
By Signs expreſſes his Command, 
And to the Door points with his Hand. 
The Dog, or thro' Miſtake, or Spite, 
(Grave Authors have not ſet us right) 
Fled back, the very Way he came, 

And in the Buſh ſoon found the Game : 
Brought in his Mouth the ſav'ry Load, 
And at his Maſter's Elbow ſtood. 

O Leb] what Idioms can expreſs 

Thy ftrange Confuſion and Diſtreſs ? 
When on the Floor, the Draw'rs diſplay'd 
The fulſom Secret had betray'd. 

No Traytor, when his Hand and Seal 
Produc'd, his dark Deſigns reveal; 

E're look'd with ſuch a hanging Face, 

As Lob, half-dead with this Diſgrace : 

ild ſtaring, thunder ſtruck, and dumb, 
While Peals of Laughter ſhook the Room. 
Each 


[ 92 ] 
Each Saſh thrown up to let in Air, 
The Knight falls backward in his Chair ; 
Laughs till his Heart-ſtrings almoſt crack, 
The Chaplain holds his Sides and Back, 
Her Lady/hip begins to call, 
For Hartſhorn, and for Abigal : 
The Servants chuckle at the Door, 


And all is Tumult and Uproar. 


Rover, who now began to quake, 
As conſcious of his foul Miſtake : 
Truſts to his Heels, to fave his Life, 
The Squire ſneaks Home, and beats his Wife. 


* 


EPIGRAM on the preſent State of the 
Two Theatres. 


N E proud Goliah, Gath could boaſt, 
And Phili/tines of yore: 
But Covent-Garden's threat'ning Hoſt, 
Boaſt one Goliab more. 


Yet fear not you of Drury-Lane, 
By little Champion led, 

Their * two Goliabs roar in vain, 
While David's at your Head, 


* Mr, 2 and Mr, 39. 


The 


The 


[ 93 ] 


* 


The PRESCRIPTION. 


IA. 
Inſeritd to Mr. T. C 


Surgeon. 


Owe'er vain Man his Art may prize, 
Miſtakes too often will ariſe, 
In every Rank, in every Station, 
Of which here follows Demonſtration. 


A Doctor of Demeanor big, 
Whoſe Knowledge center'd -in his Vg; 
Would often vaunt with Look demure, 
© There's no Diſorder but I'll cure, 
With Plaiſter, Bolus, Fulep, Pill; 
I've Remedies for every Il]. 
Throughout the Year he roſe at Seven, 
Diſpens'd his Med'cines till Eleven: 
(Not but he found the Time, I ween, 
To cram his Breakfaſt in between 
He then ſet out his uſual Round, 
To feel the Pulſe, or dreſs the Wound: 
To ſome would give immediate Eaſe, 
Leſt Death i'th' nick curtail his Fees ; 
In others, linger out their Pain, 
With hene View to ſwell his Gain. 
And thus the Time he'd ſpend *till One, 
Then Home to Dinner would be gone: 


* From 
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From thence Abroad again would roam, 

And ſeldom was till Eight at Home; 

When many a Wretch that ſtood in Need---- 
Of his Aſſiſtance, came with Speed, c 


And theſe he'd cure —— but firſt was feed. 


As lolling in an Elbow Chair, 
Sage Galen ſat, an aged Seer, | 
Stradling advanc'd, with fooliſh Look, 
Reſpectful bow'd, and thus beſpoke : 


Pity 
© Dear Sir——a——hem !-——Pve lately had, 
© A ſmall Miſchance —— a —— very bad; | To 
© I have——a——(not being us'd to ride) An: 
© A very ſore a fore —— Backſide,” 


N - 


The Doctor with a decent Frown, 
Moſt gravely anſwers pray (it down. 
The Man ſurpriz'd at this Command,. 
Replies, Good Sir- I'd rather ſtand, 
For troth, your Wooden Stool will ſcarce 
Supply a Plaiſter. to my A---/e. 
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A Political ConveRsA TION. 
Wrote i in the Time of tbe late Rebellion. 


8 po bo Porter went up  Ludgate Hi, 3 
A ſwinging Show”r oblig d him to ſtand ſtill; 


So, in the Right-Hand Paſſage thro' the Gate, 
He pitch'd his Burden down, juſt by the Grate, 
From whence the doleful Accent ſounds away, 

| Pity the poor and hungry Debtors pray. | 


To the ame Garriſon from Paul's Church-Yard, 
An half-drown'd Solder ran to mount the 
Guard: 
Now 75m (it ſeems) che Ludgateer and he, 
Had all been old Acquaintance formerly, 
And as the Coaſt was clear by cloudy Weather, 
They quickly fell into Diſcourſe together. 


Tas in December when the Highland Clans, 

Had got to Derbyſhire from Preſton Pans; 

And ftruck all London with a gen'ral Pannic, _ 

But mark the Force of Principles Britannic 

The Soldier told 'em freſh the City News, -"Þs 

Juſt piping hot from Stock-jobbers and Fews ; 

Of French Fleets landing, and of Dutch Neutrality, 

Of Jealouſies at Court amongſt the Quality ; _ 

Of Swar/ton-Bridge, that never was pull'd down, 
A of a the Rebels in full March to Town; 1 


. o - : 
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And of an Hundred Things beſide, that made 
Lord Mayor himſelf, and Aldermen afraid : 
Painting, with many. an. Oath, the Caſe in View, | 
And afk'd the Porter what he thought to do? 0 
Do? ſays he, (gravely) ——what I did before? 
What I have done theſe Thirty Years and more, | 
Carry, (as I am like to do) my Pack, 
Glad to u maintain my Belly by my Back; 

If that but hold I care not; for my Part, 

Come as come will, I ne'er ſhall break my Heart; 
I don't ſee Folks that fight about their Thrones, 
Mind either Soldiers Fleſh, or Porters Bones ; — 
Whoe'er gets better when the Battle's fought, 
Thy Pay nor mine will be advanc'd a Groat: 
But to the Purpoſe now we are met here, 
Pl be my Penny toto rds a Pot of Beer. 


ld ON: <p 


The Soldier, touch'd a little with Surprize 
To ſee his Friend's Indifference, replies, 
What you ſay, Brother, to be ſure is good, 
But, our Religion, Tom, (G--d d--n my Blood ; ) 
What will become of our Religion ? True! 
Says the Fail-Bird---and our Freedom too ? 
If the Pretender (rapt he out) comes on, 
Our Liberties and Properties are gone | F +2 4 


And ſo the 95 ae and ths Priſoner join", — 
To work up Tom into a better Mind; 
He ftaring, dumb with Wonder ſtruck and Pity, 
Took up his Load, and march'd into the City. A 
E - 
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EPIG R A M. 
Occafon'd by the Night «Piece, — 


Oh No- Lee right-—he wantod Light 
. 9003 
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The "Goals JUSTICE. 
IR Jebn, a Country Magiſtrate, | = 


Well known at every merry Meeti 
Fam'd both for Juſtice and for Eating ; 
Was moſt ſevere, as Stories tell us, K 


When frolickſome (for Boys are wild) 


They chanc'd to get the Maids with- Gall: 5 


Would ſternly take the Cauſe in Hand, 8 
And both the Parties reprimand, | 


With utmoſt Rigour would enforce 5 2 Fe 


The rigid Laws that came in Coe, 
Nor ever in the leaſt ecuſe 


Mp 0 


That flight aur pa; ſo much in Uſe : _ Wai" 


And yet by Funk twas arewdly 4 


That he himſelf was ſometimes naught ; 5 


* 


HE Moon ſhone bright 4 yer dark th Sight! 
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Of good round Belly, bob ling Gait, | 


Againſt the younger, ſprightly Fellow: 
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For by the Neighbours was it ſaid 
He was familiaviwith 2 G ef 
_ 755 ely Time brings 'T abau 

ame a AL > BLAH ot 
Poet ſo prot -one lucklefs Night,) Tie! 
When Love unuſual fir'd the Knight ; ; 
His Poſt ſo:boldly:he maintain'd. . 4259 
The fatal Prooſd of / ĩt main ß 
For ſcarce four Months were gone nnd — 10 
E' er Betty ſwell'd about the Waiſt: e 
But warn'd before of this Diſaſter, 
The fearful Wench inform'd her Maſter ; 
Who (as it is the Sinner's, Way 3 
To put far off the Evil Da py) 2 
Neglects her till ſo large, it mage her, Kr 
That to the Neighbors it betray d he 4 \ c : 4 
Now good Sir John begins to ſtir, RO oe „ 
And — fot his Character; eee e 
Adviſes Betty, full of Care, e 1 
The Baſtard not vn him to ſwear:; pros 
That if ſhe'll put” Diſgrace aide, n 
He'll for th he Child and I het provide. 5 N — 45 LN 
Betty, w n 


Jeane 99 er 2 


ole Conſcience wond” rous nice is, 

IIZ wil 
Was puzzled in this ſhameful Crifis; 1 
But Truth beyond her Virtue Mc Pak 55 — 
And th' Offer ſecretly deſpiſe m 3. 
Vet, as her Citcumſtances lay, 
Conjectur' d twas e wiſeſt 5 Be F 
— and ber T ouphts to to ſothes, 51 


2 4 Jo's tat 
And ſay ſhe 1 14 f it on | another, © Were 
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And Shame increaſes as it flies. 
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The Knight thus eas'd, commits each Whore, 
And ſcolds with Juſtice as before; 

And tho” oft told of Betty's failing, 
Pretends to diſbelieve their railing, 

Till Time run on, and Betty grew, 

So large to each impartial View, 

That now the Danger was the ſame, 
Againſt the cautious Knight's good Name ; 
When now, to keep his Fame, - he thought 
And order'd Betty to be brought, 

The Quorum ſat, the bluſhing Wench, 
In publick ſtood before the Bench. 

Sir John, who thought himſelf ſecure, 
Began to thunder out his Pow'r, 

Demands aloud, who had beguil'd 

TH unhappy Maid, and got the Child : 
The Book's held out, ſhe ſtoops to kiſs it, 
And if I muſt diſcloſe who is it, 

She cry'd, that hath my Truth beguil'd, 
Sir John is Father to the Child. 

Now ſudden Grief, Surprize, and Shame, 
O'erwhelm the Knight, and blaſt his Fame. 
The Tale each ſland*rous Tongue 3 
And ſwells the Story as it tells; 

To Truth they add a thouſand Lies, 


Girls now unpuniſh'd ſtain the Gown, 
And Baſtards ſwarm throughout the 'Town. 


* 


The 
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The Cautious Map. 


E' R Richard long had Nelly woo'd, 

And ſigh'd, and wore, and whin'd and 
ſu'd. 

The buxom Wench began to feel 

Thoſe Paſſions, Diet had feign'd fo well: 

Which now, he faw, with raviſh'd Eye, 

And thought the happy Moment nigh ; 

In Fancy 750 the future Blifs, 

And cloſer preſs'd the melting Kiſs. 

At length, the warm, impatient Swain 

No longer could his Flame reftrain 

But urg'd, in plainer Terms, the Maid 3 

And ftole at Midnight to her Bed. 

Here down he kneel'd; and, all on Fire, 

Awak' d the Virgin's fond Deſire: 

And yet, ah ! do not, now ſhe cries, 

Ah! do not force me, Swain, to 7:/+. 

Oh ! no, the-eager Youth replied, 

I mean to grace my Nelly's Side, 

When now the trembling Virgin view'd 

Her Lover reſolute and rude ; 

For fear of future Grief and Pain, 

Made firſt this with the Swain, 

Which, ſmiling, he engag'd to keep, 

That ſbe ſhiuld\undiſturbed ſleep. 

Thus, cautious Ne! th'Aﬀair adjuſted, 

| (A Man's own Vows might ſure be trnſted ! ) 


If 
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Tf then ſhould follow Grief or Shame; 
Know hence, on whom ſhould fall the Blame: 


If Richard but his Bargain kept, 
Pl anſwer't Nell a Virgin ſlapt. 


The CurIsTMAs PIE. 


A comc T ALE. 


E AR Bedford Town, of ancient Fame, 
A red-hair'd Plowman, Dick by Name, 
Long liv'd, and long had been in Love 

With Kate the Cook-maid of the Grove. 

At length, impatient of Delay, 

He bids her fix the nuptial Day; 

The bluſhing Nymph, o'erſpread with Greaſe, 
Cries een, dear Richard, when you pleaſe. 
She ſaid ---- in Raptures, Richard flies 

To kiſs the Maid, and warmly cries, 

Had you but ſaid as much before --- 

When now Kate's Mafter op'd the Door. 

For quoth ſhe, then rakes the Fire, 
Richard keep off, d' ye ſee the Squire. 

Dick turn'd, look'd filly, leer'd at Kate, 
And kept up cloſer to the Grate. 

The Squire facetious, young and gay, 

Had Richard known before to Day, 
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And thus began, Why Man ſo ſad ? 
What does your Chri/tmas prove fo bad? 
I don't know, Sir, quoth Dic4, for that, 
(Biting the Corners of his Hat) 
Not quite ſo well one might deſire, 
That's bad indeed, replies. the Squire. 
Here Kitty quickly take the Key, 
And fetch the large minc'd Pie to me. 
Aye do ſo Kate, quoth Dic, behind, 
And bring the largeſt you can find. 
But lo! the promis'd Bleſſing comes, 
Well ſtor'd with Sweetmeats, Spices, Plumbs; 
Alluring Sight ! when thus the Squire, 
Come, Dick, here's ſomething I require, 
To which if you will but comply, 
Your's ſhall be all the Chri/tmaſs Pie. e 
What all? yes all, the Squire's Reply 
Know K:ichard then, the Caſe is this, 
You' muſt forbear eur Kate to kiſs; 
Quite froni her dripping Pan remove, 
And never tell her more of Love. 
Kate ſtar'd at this, Dick caſt an Eye 
Firſt on the Wench, and then the Pie. 
But Judgment not to form in Haſte, - * 
Permiſſion begs that he might taſte. — 
Dick taſted, and the Taſte approv'd, 
Then doubted which he better lov'd. 
Women, tis ſaid, are good, he cries, 
But are they. half ſo good as Pies ? 


; | To 
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To fix, Reſolve he ſtrove in van, 
So wiſely aſk'd to taſte again. 00 be 
Again he taſtes, again approves, | | 
Nor longer doubts which beſt he loyes : * | 
The Trial's paſt, the Conflict's o'er, 
And Kitty triumphs now no more; 
But fearing leſt the lighted Maidy 
Might lay the Ladle oer his Head, 
He turns to th' Squire, and makes reply, 
Sir, if you pleaſe, I'll take the Pie. 
The Pie! the Squire repeats aloud, 
Well choſen D:c4, the Pie was good. 
At this enrag'd, the furious Cook 
Faſt hold her pow'rful Rival took: 
Dick knew her Strength, and bravely try'd 
To hold as faſt the other Side: 
Each pull'd, nor pull'd at Jaſt in vain, 
For oh ! the Platter fplit in twain. 
Dick mad at this ſo ſad Difaſter,c ''' 
Now d d-the Wenchz and now her Maſters S 
Stamp'd, ſware aloud, and curſt his Fate, 
Then view'd the Pie---and ſeratch'd his Pate. 
But when he ſaw the luſeious Greaſe, 
The Fat and Plumbs'o'erſpread the Place; 3 
To ſave it from the Jaws of Tray, 8 
Whoſe liquoriſh Chops. were faſt: at Play; 3 
In Hafte he kneels upon the Floor, BY 
And murmuring calls his Kitty Whore. ' 4 
The angry Nymph enrag'd anew, I * 
Wich all her Force at Richard flew. 
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The Squire well pleas'd, ood laughing by, 


And cried, O Dick, you've ſpoil'd the Pie. 
He turn'd his Head, and *gan to riſe, 


When oh ! too fatal to his Eyes, 

Kate, to compleat his dire Diſgrace, 

With Pie all o'er beſmear'd his Face. 

Tray, willing nat a Bit to loſe, 

Seizes faſt hold his plaiſter'd Noſe ; 

Dick now began aloud to roar, _ 

And drives directly to the Door, 7 
Nor ſees the ſpatter d Pie, nor angry Kitty more. 
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he FRIAR. 
4 TALE. 


10 E couch · d beneath the fair Diſguiſe, 
Of ſpecious Innocence or Lies, 
Prevails o'er each unguarded Friend, 
And thoſe betrays it ſhould: defend ; 

W hilſt Dupes, think no Hypocriſy, 
Beneath Religion's Maſk can lie. 

A Friar in Toleds known, 

For Deeds his Piety had done, 
Tho' he, or Fame the Man belies, 
Had ev'ry Share of ev'ry Vice; 
Would ever caſt a luſtful Eye, 

His Female Penitents to try, 


And 
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And ſearch the ſecret Soul within, 

To ſee where lay their fav rite Sin, 

Frace deep the Bottom of their Hearts, 

For Crimes that ſpring from inmoſt Parts; 

His Traps on ev'ry Side were ſet, 

And all was Fiſh that came to Net: 

All this I Tearn'd from one who knew 

The Man, and tells my Tale as true. 

A Penitens of his, had wed ? 


A rich old Banker to her Bed, 

And till, alas ! remain'd a Maid. 

She too reſolv'd, for ſay what Fair 
Such Ufage can be thought to bear ? 
That as ſhe did not want for Spirit, 
Her ghoſtly Father ſoon ſhould hear it; 
As he the propereſt Perſon was, 
To be inform'd of ſuch a Caſe; 

And thus the Rev'rend brawny Prieſt, 
In theſe or Terms like theſe addreſs'd. 
O pious Father ! well you know, 
(Tho' I may think it long ago.) 
When I was firſt to Gripez wed, 

Our mutual Vows at th” Altar paid; 

I thought indeed that I had Beauty, 
Enough to raiſe him up to Duty, 
Whoe'er could think but fo twould be ? 
But oh! he's all neglect to me: 

Each Night faſt ſaoring by my Side, 
He lies regardleſs of his Bride ; 
When firſt to nuptial Bed I came, 

* I thought to quench a virtuous Flame : 
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But oh! the Shame to have it ſaid, 

Supine he ſlept all Night in Bed, 

Whilſt I expeQtant laid awake, — 
But Modeſty forbad to ſpeak, 
"Tho? oft I cough'd, and turn'd around, 

No waking from his Sleep profound: 

This Night went on, another came 

And went, for Gripez was the ſame, 

Till many a Day and Night had paſs'd, 

All vain and fruitleſs as the laſt, 

Till after tedious Time I'd tarried, 

T aſk'd him plainly why he married: 

Nay, good dear Spouſe he cried, be eaſy, 
And I for once will ſtrive to pleaſe ye ; 

He ſtrove, but ah ! he ſtrove in vain, 

Now down, now up, now down again ; 

Till after many a: weak Endeavour, 

He cried, alas! oh ! never! never 
In vain, my Spouſe, you urge your Suit, 
For by St. Paul I cannot do't. 

'To you, good Father, I reveal 

My Caſe, for you the beſt can tell, 

What more becomes me now to do, 

Good Reverence, I appeal to you : 

Enough ſhe ſaid to raiſe Deſire, 

In one leſs pamper'd than the Friar, 

Who ſcarce his raptur'd [oy contains, 

(His Blood. high boiling in his Veins) 

But putting on a ſpecious Face, 

An hypocritic Shew of Grace, 


W 
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In pious 13 ah! good: Cortfeſfor, 5 


He plainly thus begins t'addteſs Her. Ius 
Good Daughter, well you have confeſr'dy, 
To whom your Griefs may be redreſs'd, 
And all your Grievance open laid, Jy 

The Failure of the Marriage Bed. 

Sad Grievance! oh the dire Mio! 

To live a Vitgin' after Marriage; 

But ever-more fhall Woman kind - 

In me a faithful Paſtor find ; | 
Theſe Things, tho' ſad, are now ſo common, 
That you ate not the only Woman, 
Who diſappointed when ſhe's wed, 

Has found a Cypher in the Bed! 
Elſe why doſt think out Church ordiins, 
Me ne' er ſhould wear the Marriage Chains. 
But that we ever ſhould be ready, 

T' aſſiſt each kind unhappy Lady, 

And chearfully our Grace diſpenſe, 
Where Huſbands fail thro? Impotence? 


"1 


As Gripez by the Church was givin, 23 
I hope to 0 him ſafe in Heav'n, a re 
But how can he get there, I trow?  _ . © 
Unleſs his Work be done bow; © 
And as you fay his Strength doth fail, nt 5 WP 
And all you do cannot prevailill. 
My Duty bids me help a Neighbour, 3 
And ſave his Feebleneſs the Labour. ol vs =_ 


She anſwers 


in a modeſt Way, 


1 ne er the Church would diſobey, = 
F 6 But 
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But never did 1 hear before, 
Why ev'ry Prieſt's a Batchelor, _ 

Nor can I, I muſt needs ſays boldly 
Believe one Syllable you've told me, 
But think the Church 75 199 
Is Chaſtity and Abſtinence. | 

The Friar vers'd in ev'ry Art, 
Of treach'rows Cypping. 9p top'd his Part, 
I grant you, gentle aiden Bride, 

Ta tone of Logic ſoft he cried; 
We never but on theſe Occaſions, 
Reveal the Church its private Reaſons, 
Nor till but unto thoſe who need, 
'The right Intentions of the Deed ; 

But are enjoin'd always to hide, 
The ſame from all the World befide. 
In vain ſh'endeavour'd to withſtand, 


4 took his Argument in Hand, 
notwichRlanting all the faid, 


r her fairly on the Bec. 
But that perhaps you'll think no Wonder, 
A feeble Creature ſhould knock under ; 
For what's a Woman at the beſt, 
Againſt a ftrong dack'd learned Prieſt ? 
And we are apt to ſay he's no Man, 
That cannot reafon down a Woman. 
His Argument of mighty Force, 
With innate Virtue ply'd her cloſe, 

Yet ſoon ſhe was prevail'd upon, 

To truſt unto the Church alone, 


. 
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And think the healing Belm k had giv'®y 
Was but a Ne Heav'n. 
Of which to pleaſe ber luſcious Taſte, 
She'd oft partake (a ſweet Repaſt) 
Too oft, for oh! the Fair beguil'd, 
Soon found within a growing Child, 
Nor how in this Dilemma knows, 
Sha!l ſhe appear before her Spoule, 
Who, canſcious of what's faid before, 
Muſt certain think ſhe was a Whore ; 
But firſt the Friar was appriz'd, 
Who bids her be by him advis d: 
To cheriſh what ſhe found within, 
For that to hurt it was a Sin: 
She willing promiſes t'abey, 
Whilſt he another Game ſhould play 
Gripez is order'd to appears _ 
He'as ſomething for his private Ear ; 
He came, be bow'd, and fat him down, 
The Wife is order'd to be gone, | 5 


Whilſt with the Prieſt he fat alone. 
Don Gripez, quoth : the lech rous P rieft, 
How long is't fince you was confels'd ? 

J fear ſome vile and heinous Sin, 

Lies undiſcover'd yet within; 

Laſt Night, the Conſequence I dread, 
As I was ſleeping in my Bed, 

Appear'd a Viſion to my View, 

That ſeem'd to point its Rage on you; 

A Throng, too many to be told, 

Of Men, ſome young, but moſt were old, 
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By Devils black, with Cloven Feet, 1 Aut b 


Were drove with Whips along the Street; * 
When as juſt by your Door they paſs'd, 8 
An blocked Fiend that limp'd the laſt, - 
Cried out to thoſe who went before, 
Hollo ! Friends, this is Gripez Door: 
At this two Negroe Imps came back, x 
And forc'd you Headlong in a Sack, | 
Juſt then your hallowing made me TO 3 
But e'er I'woke, I heard it ſaid, FI 
You had been falſe to nuptial Bed. 

Ah! Sir, cried Gripez, wicked Traitor ! 
I'm ſure that Devil/is no better, 
And all this Dream is his Suggeſtion, © 

I'll ſwear that Crime's aſide the Queſtion, 
For by the by, with you I'm free, 
My Wife is ſtill a Maid for me; 

Then how could he pretend to A 

That ever I had went aſtray. 

Ah! there it is. O worſe! and worſe! 
Avert good Heaven th'impending Cuiſe ! 
The Prieſt exulting; roar'd aloud; 
And fearful: Gripez trembling ſtood. 

Alas! good Father; what doſt ſay? 

Will Devils hurry mne away? 

Becauſe l'm impotent and old, 

And cannot do as I am told: 

To this the Prieſt with threat'ning Air, 
Don Grip-z lend attentive Ear. 

An Hundred Crowns give up to me, 

To be employ'd in Charity, 


And 
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And I will pray to St. Auguſtin, 

To give that impious Devil his baſting, 
And notwithitanding thus you live, 
To make your Virgin Wife conceive, 
Who when. perhaps ſhe finds it out, 


Will wonder how it came about, 5 75 
And tho? *tis done by Pow'r ſupreme, . 


Will. think you got it in a Dream; 

And more to add unto your Credit, 

*Tis now four Months ſince firft you wedded, 
That Time may ſeem not too prolix, 

It ſhall be born in lefs than fix; 

Whilſt you by all ſhall be carefs'd, © + 
By Wife and Child extremely bleſt. 

Don Gr:pez.trembled to the Soul, 

To hear of parting with the Cole, 

Yet much he fear'd if he fhould fail, 

Old Nick would catch him by the Tail; 

And thinking too on t'other Side, 

To fatisfy his carping Bride, | 
And if: the Prieſt ſuch Things would do, 
What Happineſs would thence enſue ; 

So after Things maturely weigh'd, 3 
Conſented, and the Coin was paid, 
Thinking thoſe People acted beſt, 
Who of two Evils- chooſe the leaft. 
The Friar (well with Money ſtor'd) 
Moſt punQuually perform'd his Word; 
A Son was born, all Doubts were eas'd, 
A Huſband, Wife, and Friar pleas'd. 
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| rare hat ya i, 
There liy'd an honeft, but an hapleſs Clows. 
Hapleſs indeed] for if Report is true, 
Th unhappy Man was wedded to a Shrew. 
And what perplex'd th'ill-fated Spouſe the more, 
He fear'd from Reaſon, that ſhe was a Whore. 
How hard his Lot! who thus a Wife doth wed, 
At once to ſtun his Ears, and load his Head. 
How many worthy Heads deſerve our Pity ; 
But Cuſtom ſmothers Eyils in the City. 


But to our Tale + The Muſe each Name con- 
trives, 

The Huſband's Jasper, Porcgs was the Wiſe's. 
Each Day Gallants came ſwarming to his Houfe ; 
| Each Day ihe Few be unanſw'ring Spouſe ; 
Who feels he ſuffers by th' unruly Dame, 
At home in Subſtance, and abroad in Fame. 
He ſtrives to guard his Honour, and his Coſt ; 
But gentle Admonition is but Joſt, 
Good Words he finds are thrown away in vain. 
Then Bad he uſes, they but bad again. 
Now fully bent to ſtop this growing Evil, 
He plots to undermine this wily Devil ; 
Each Lover at th'accuſtom'd Hour he watches, 
Fix'd to diſmember ey ry one he catches. 


Fruit- 
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Fruitleſs Refolve.! his Bus'neſs he neglects, 

And ftrives in vain to trap the wary Sex. 

She ſends to each Gallant her private Reaſons 

Why Love muſt be deferr'd to proper Seaſqns. 

Thus all the Huſband's labour d Scheme's dif- 
| Jointed. | | 

And thus his cunning Aims are diſappointed, 

Vet ſo it is, that Time or Chance, betrays 

A hundred luckleſs Things, a hundred Ways. 

"Twas on a Day, when Buſineſs call'd the Clown 

Twenty long Miles to a diſtant Market Town, 

Abroad he at early Morning Light, 

And bids her not expect him home at Night. 

Dorcas eou'd.ne'er let flip ſuch fair Occaſion, 

But ſends a kind Gallant an Invitation. 

He comes, he treats, when ſhe for freſh Delight, 

Diſmiſs'd one Lover, for a new at Night. 

Mean time jogg'd Jaſper, on bis hobbling Jade, 

A ſecond Roſmante, a ſorry Steed! 

Againſt whoſe Sides full oft the Spur was play'd, 

And croſs his Buttocks Laſh repeated laid. 

But e'er on's Journey he had rode half Way, 

Tir'd on the Road the panting Courſer lay: 

His eaſy Amble having quite fargot, 

Nor Laſh could make him teaſſume the Trot. 

Here then he leaves him, not too good to loſe, 

And then his Journey on his Feet purſues. 

Now Faſper was on Neighbour's Errand ſent, 

To pay his Landlord certain Sums of Rent ; 

Full fifteen Pounds were in his Pocket told, 

No Matter which, in Silver or in Gold, 


True 


— 
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True fays the Proverb, as myſelf have known, | 


That one Misfortune ſeldom comes alone. 
"T'was fo with Jaſper, ſcarce his Horſe was ſpent, 


But Robbers came and robb'd him of his Rent. 


He would have fought, but thinking as I'm told, 
His Bones were his, and that was not the Gold: 
He gave it calmly up, nor further car 935 
But home ward ſomewhat penſive back repair d. 
Thus as he travell'd, duſky Night came on 
Or dark it was, or lichted by the Moon. 
But to the Muſe indul ulgent Fardon ſhow, $4 
She cantigt tell you— what the does not know. | 
But this we're 10d, that e er he reach'd his home, 
The doleful Midnight Hour of Twelye v was come 3 


* 


Much he's ſurpriz'd, at ſuch a Time to catch 


The Door unbolted, ſhutting on the Litch. 
Darcas too buſy with her Lover” s Charms, 
Ne'er thought of Doors, but ſlept within his Arms: : 
Naw fell Suſpicions dart in Faſper's Brain, 3 
o“ glad ſo opportune he's Home again. 55 
He creeps, and liſtens at the Chamber Door, 
And overhears two ſleeping Noſes ſnore: 
Then from his Pocket drew a ſwinging Knife, 
Reſolv'd to ſtab the Lover, or the Wife. 
But ſtopt to think. before he ventur' d. on, 
If aught could be tter in the Caſe be dane. 7 
Now Fear epd a Place in Jaſper s Breaſt, 
And thus returning Reaſon doth ſuggeſt. _ | 
Suppoſe I wreck my Vengeance, then x. 


l for Murder on the Gallows die; 


* 
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Or on the Lover only, then my Wife 
Would ſooner take away, than ſpare my Life : 
Or if on both, I know not how to doubt 
That Proverb, Murder ſome odd Time will out. 
Thus reas'ning, Vengeance he deferr'd till Morn» 
Softly retir'd, and ſtroak'd each budding Horn. 
At Neighbour's Houſe he ſpends the later Night, 
Home to return before the Morning Light. 
At early Day he thunders at his Door, 
But the Gallant was ris'n, and gone before. 
From her ſoft Sleep the treach'rous Dorcas wakes, 
And thro”. the broken Pane i'th'Caſement ſpeaks 3 
As tho” ſo chaſte, in th' Abſence of her Spouſe 
She could admit no Soul into the Houſe. 
Ilha's at the Door? pray tell me who you are? 
"Tis I, quoth Jaſper, I your Huſband dear. 
Then up ſhe gets, ſeems glad that he is come, 
And with a Judas Kiſs he's Welcome home. 
Jaſper moſt Men in Temper did excel, 
But when provok'd, could weild a Cudgel welt: : 
Enrag'd to ſee his Spouſe her Treachery, 
Cries Dorcas, who to Night did with you lie? 
None, jealous Monſter, with a Toſs ſhe cries, 
And all her Temper lightens in her Eyes. 
Aha! cries 74. (regardleſs of her Brow), 
My loving, faithful Spouſe, I've caught you now. 
Thus fully bent on taming of the Shrew,  .. 


His Words were ſcarce precedent to a Blow. 


In's Hand he held a knotted Taper Crab, 
With which he ee lac'd the jilting Drab. 


Aloud 
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Aloud ſhe bawl'd, and beg'd him to refrain, 
But ftill he laſh'd, and ſtill ſhe begg d in vain : 
When as it hap'd, in middle of the Fray 


A Brother Clown (that chanc'd to paſs that Way) 
Ben was his Name, came in to part the Strife - 
And aſk d why Jaſper thus abus'd* his Wife. 
Why ! Ben, exies Faſper, doſt thou aſk me why * 
Then laſh'd again. I've caught her in a Lye. 

Is lying then alene ? quoth Ben, the Cauſe 

Of all this Naiſe, and wond'rous Waſte of Blows. 
No — not alone, quoth Jaſper, honeſt Ben, 
It is becauſe ſhe lies with ether Men. 


** 9 ets MN. 
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The FLE A. 
O T on a Bed of clean Wheat Straw, 
Born on a wand'ring Gypſey's Thigh, 
My Body fair, without a Flaw, 
The comelieſt of Fleas am I, 


My Fofter Mother, (full of Love 
Kifs'd by a Soldier in a Lane,) | 
I left, with him abroad to rove ; 
And ftarv'd, and pin'd a whole Campaigo. 


In thickeſt Ranks T dar'd the Foe, 

And oh ! what mighty Feats did ye ! 

Not one but fear'd my Maſter's Blow, 
bl ] hop'd to be a General's Flea. 
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But lean and ragged home we came, 
No Food, tho' Plenty of -Renown 4 

And here at home twas much the ſame, 
"Till quarter'd in a Country Town: 


There Fove-decreed me better Fate, 
I from this Era took new Life, 

My Son of Mars and I both eat 
Delicious Food the Parſon's Wie. , 


At Church and Pray'rs, then moſt devout, | 
I grew to be a Flea of Grace, 

But hardly ſcap'd a cratking Bout 
For nipping in a ſacred u. 


At Night I ;to the Parſon ſtole ; ; 

Where every Bliſs at large I found, 
My Tythts T took without Controul, 

And fed on all the Pariſh round: 


Cloy'd with Variety, and Eaſe, 
I fain a Rural Life wou'd taſte, 
And one'cool Ey' ning mongſt the Few, 
Fix'd on a brown Girt's Burtocks faſt. 


The *Squire's Steward, a rich old Elf. | 
Ofe touted me, and teaz d ny Düne, 
She pack d ter Cards, and got his Pe, 


But Joln the Groen, play d al the Ge,, 


With 
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With Child ſhe ork —— che Steward's the 


Sire, 
And not a fingls Word of John, | 
bit; old Roger offer'd Hire, 7 
But ſtill ſhe ſwore twas his alone. 


The Gueſts all bid to a Chriſt” ning for t, 

I hopp'd and jump'd from Chair to Chair; 
*T was I that made the only Sport, 

And tickled « every Goſſip there. 


From Peg to honeſt Fob I fled; 
By him was to my Lady bore, | 
I revell'd in a Damaſk Bed. 
And ne'er had ſuch ſoft Limbs before. 


The *Squire quite blind to all her Charms, | 
Or ſmor'd, or ſtaid out all the Night, 


I wander'd o'er her Neck, her Arms, 
And envied Johu * vaſt „ 


Oft when ſhe ſlept, I'd 26 move, 
Dwell on her Thighs, with Rapture bleſt, 
Or wrap me in the Down, of Love, 
Or wanton on her ſwelling Breaſt. 


Pride ſeiz'd ths begutcous Fair-One' 8 Heart, 
In Coach and Six to Court convey'd, 
I thought it Prudence to depart, . 
And fo took up ua nobler Trade. 


Upon 
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Upon a modeſt looking Prude _ 
I leap*'d, and thought myſelf ſecure, " | 
But found her manifeſtly le w.. pi | 
Her virtuous Face u $ but'a Lure * 


x 
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On Chairs, in 8 on the Clad 
With ſighing, panting out of —_— & 

She kept ſuch a continual Round, 12 4 
That I was almoſt pteſs d to Deu 


II. 3. IN 91 11 * 3 > 13 9 : 
— N 
On M4 of HH rr I 8 fed, 


And thence on *Squires;. Lords and Dukes, 3 
And have with them been oft a- bed; 


With nn mn and 1 it 


— 
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Ambition then my Heart poſſeſt, 
I on a-Royal.Garment leap'd ;.. 
But Grandeur rarely makes us bleſt, 
For there with Life L hardly ſcap'd. 


—— — 


In every Change and State of Life, - + 
From wand'ring Beggar to a King, 
I've been, and heard the *, canting * [OF 


doSfSa TFT 4 


And heavenly, Faranelli = oft N 


A Doctor from His  Wites 8 plump mie. 1 
Gaping ſtedfaſt, took me up, 
And all my Beauties did deſcry, 


As poping & hfo“! his s Microſcope e. ee 
— — ren nn SA 
CL een 03 21247 vin 21817} Djs 
* 94. 


don * | | She 


[wo] 
a ' Prentice me convey d 
One Summer Evening on a Bench, 


And he, a roaring, pou! Maes, 
Strait a os 


With Men and. Fleas 2. 0 ch fame 
We hurry to our Comer Mill, Hin tur! 
And end but there, from whence we came. 


O Mon! thou Wretch4 here tends thy Pride 
Thou art a Being frail as 1, | 

Reaſon and Senſe our State divide, 
Both Men and Fleas are born and dic. 


— —_—_— ————w[1j—— . ch 
ann 3 W — — 


The LO USE. 
In Imitation of the FLA a. 
OT in un-Altey' near Sf. Bow, 
Born on a-fturdy Beggar's Smock, 
Mother, tho' of humble Show, 
Yu fed me beſt of all her Flock: 


One Ev'ning as ſhe took ber Stand | 


4 


From 
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From her to him J ſoon did haſte, 
(Who felt me not when full of Sport) 
By him convey'd, I ſoon did taſte 
The Pleaſures of an Inn of Court. 


When he, dead drunk, in Sleep was bound, 


I thought to ſup upon his Face ; 
But to my great Surprize I found, 
Twas all impenetrable Braſs! 


From thence trait to his Head I went, 
Which made me ample Recompence : 
It's Softneſs did my Heart content, 


Nor had it e' er been hurt by Senſe. 


Tho' I obſcure, liv'd out of Sight; 


Great Actions in my Life you'll find; 
For I with wond'rous Art did bite 


The Man who cozen'd all Mankind. 


To dine at Commons, Taverns ſup, 


Still with my Maſter did I trudge, 
I had my Share of ev'ry Cup, | 


And I have laugh'd before a Judge. 


My Maſter having once a Cauſe, 


Where many Counſel were to plead ; 
With roaring Skill tevade the Laws, 


And make the Villain's Ways ſucceed. 


G 
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J heard the Cauſe, and ſaw the Crowd, 
Sure Louſe was ne'er ſo toſs'd about, 
But when the Counſel pleaded loud, 
I loſt my Senſes in the Rout. 


In vain into the Wig's Retreat, 
To ſhield me from the Noiſe I fly, 
When thoſe Law-Organs but retreat, 
What Louſe but with the Fright muſt die ? 


A Shout, they ſay, once clear'd the Air, 
And kill'd the feather'd People round; 

So when loud Counſel roar and ſtare, | 
No Fly can in the Hall be found. 


No Traps to catch the harmleſs Mouſe, 
Or put the gnawing Rat to Death, 
A Lawyer need not crack the Louſe, 
Since they can murder with their Breath. 


5 With much ado 1 left the Rout, 

So tired that I ſcarce could ſtir, 
Wanting a Place I look'd about, 

And hid me in the Judge's Furr. 


From him I to his Lady ſtole, 
(I always lov'd the Fair Sex beſt) 
There view'd each Part without Controul, 
And revell'd in her Neck and Breaſt. 


She, 
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She, in her Huſband's Abſence frail, 
Indulg'd herſelf in Actions dark; 
And while Love's Pleaſures did prevail, 
I left the Fair, and ſeiz'd her Spark, 


By him convey'd, I reach'd the Court, 
I never ſaw ſo fine a Show; 
Stateſmen I found of no Import, 
The Manly Belle, and Female Beau; 


To Tea-Tables I daily went, 
And heard the Tittle-tattle there; 
Where all condemn'd with one Conſent, 
The Wiſe, the Modeſt, Brave and Fair. 


At dear Quadrille we often met, 
The modiſh Ladies chief Delight, 
Where Winners ſmile, and Loſers fret, 
And peeviſh ſpend the tedious Night: 


Here Ladies loſe what Tradeſmen claim; 
By Nightly Revels Beauty's marr'd, 

The Huſband's Fortune, Joy and Fame, 
And Peace are barter'd for a Card. 


With me theſe Parties ne'er agreed, 
Who ever liv'd a ſober Louſe, 
do I reſoly'd, with utmoſt Speed, 
To change my Mannor and my Houſe, 
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Strait to a Gameſter's Wig I fled, 
A Man of noted Wealth and Birth, 


Who when he loſt ſo ſcratch'd his Head, 
That I was almoſt claw'd to Deatn. 


A Coquette's Tow'r 1 then poſſeſt, 
Whoſe Head a conſtant Wagging kept, 
At Ball nor Play I ne'er cou'd reſt, 
Nor ever once in Quiet ſlept. 


Then crawl'd into a Beau's Toupee, 
Who did his Manners ſo unfold, 
His Hat was off continually, 


That I was almoſt ſtarv'd with Cold. 


Beneath a City Belle's lac'd Quoif 
At Eaſe luxuriouſly I fed, 
Till cruel B cut me off, 


To eaſe the charming Fair-One's Head. 


The Lady bluſh'd to ſee me fall, 


And angry B ſwore in French, 
Then ftrait ſhe did for Betty call, 


And box'd, and thus abus'd the Wench. 


You ſaucy Slut, whoſe only Care 
Is dreſſing me, in all this Houſe, 
Yet have I found, oh ſad Deſpair ! 


Upon my Head a monſtrous Louſe 
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My hideous Form they cenſur'd much, 
Not one to pity me was found, 
Not one my Body dar'd to touch, 


At ſight of me, they ſcratch'd all round. 


Betty with utmoſt Haſte was ſent, 
My Ruin thro'ly to compleat, 
To execute the joint Conſent, 
And throw me ſtrait into the Street, 


There wrapt in Hair I ſadly lay, 
My tortur'd Fancy full of Pain, 

Till Molly Rag paſs'd by that way, 
And kindly pick'd me up again. 


Carried by her, I now live here 
Amidſt Sz. Giles's Louſy Pack, 
Exempt from ev*ry anxious Fear, 
But the untimely, deadly Crack, 


So after all my Care and Strife, 

Pleas'd like Mankind, like him in Pain, 
Both he and I muſt yield up Life, 

And quiet, turn to Duſt again. 


* PooR 


)? 
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OOO N Dl e. 
A TALE. 


| S Richard walk'd with Peggy, hand in hand, 
Reaſon cou'd ſcarce their fierce Deſires com- 
| mand, | 

| His wiſhing Eyes did his fond Longings tell, 

Her Breaſts with equal Longings roſe and fell. 
Peggy was baſhful, Richard was too ſlow, 

| Both long'd to tell their Wiſh, yet knew not how. 
| In trembling Accents Richard thus begun, 

Peggy, your Beauty has my Peace undone 
Where'er I go, you till are iv my Mind, 

No other Thought can there Admittance find, 

Or thraſhing here, or praying in the Pew, 

Your Image does my ſcatter'd Thoughts purſue. 
He faid ; and bluſhing turn'd his Face away 

To hear what Peggy in return would fay 

Who was o'erjoy'd to hear the Swain ſo kind, 
And was refoly'd ſhe wou'd not lag behind. 
Richard, ſaid ſhe, 

I've often thought your Hands were ſofter much 
Than any Swain's that I did ever touch; 

Your pleaſant Eyes with greater Luſtre ſhine, | 
And Cherry Cheeks, and whiteſt Teeth are thine 3 
Your ſhining Hair, in gayer Ringlets flows, 

And ev'ry Feature ſtill ſuperior ſhews. 

O'erjoy'd, the Shepherd kiſs'd the lovely Maid, 
Which ſhe with wanton Eagerneſs repaid. - 


A 
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A Kiſs, good Gods! which might the Coldeſt 


fire, 
And raiſe in wintry Age, a young Deſire. 
But he, who never knew the like before 
Broke into vile Abuſe, and call'd her Whore ; 
Jo hawking fell, and wiping of his Mouth, 
And often ſwore, the Kiſs was quite uncouth. 
Peggy, finding her Kindneſs thus abus'd, 
Of weak Stupidity the Swain accus'd ; 
Shew'd him his Folly, and her kind Intent, 
And bluſhing told him what that Softneſs meant 
Richard with Tears his Folly did repent, 
And try'd each Art the Damſel to content, C 
But all in vain, Peggy wou'd ne'er relent, 
Enrag'd, ſhe ſwore ſhe wou'd revenge the Trick, 
So ſent him packing with an —— Ah Poor Dick l 


— — 


4 REAL. CASE. 


WIT told Celia, that the Fair 
In Fame reſembled China Ware. 
Indeed ! ſays ſhe, — well if we do 
I've had this Diſh — Years —— twenty two == 
To prove its Strength ſhe took it up, 
And whilſt ſhe prais'd it, crack'd the Cup. 


8 4 A 


as 


N. 


J. 
1 roſy Morn unbar'd her Gate 
To let the Day appear, 
When I afraid of b'ing too late 
Stole ſoftly to my Dear. 


II. 

Wrap'd in a pleaſing Sleep ſhe lay, 
Her Veil was looſely ſpread, 
Which did her tender Limbs betray, 

Nor kept one Beauty hid, 


III. | 
T gently ſtole an am'reus Kiſs, | 
Which crimſon'd o'er her Face | 
Nor yet content with ſuch a Bliſs, 
Sought a diviner Place. 


IV. 
Ye Pow'rs ! when panting on her Breaſt, 
No greater Boon I'd ſue, 
Tad all the Tranſports of the bleſt, 
A Heav'n in every View. 


V. 
Her Eyes then op*'ning like the Day 
Emit a piercing Beam ; 
She wak'd —— I ftole with Speed away, 
She took it for a Dream. 


The 


2 
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The LADY's DELIGHT. 


DP” ua E RIA loves her deareſt Pugg ſo much, 

Her Soul feels Pleaſure at the Creature's 
Touch: | 

Nor at leſs Price does ſhe her Gelding rate, 

But thinks him hardly us'd to bear her Weight ; 

No Animals ſhe has at her Command, 

But daily taſtes the Bounties of her Hand: 

Such ſoft Humanity wou'd ſure atone, 

For all the Evils Woman- kind have done — | 


She is ſo fond of Beaſts, ſhe has made her Huſband 
one. 


The Contraſte of BEAUTY. 


ALLY and Melly, tho' of different hues, 
In every Heat one am'rous Fire infuſe ; 
Sally is Fair, white as the driven Snow; 
Her flaxen Locks in curled Ringlets flow, 
Melly's like Jet, with fhining black Surpriſe, 
Her Face is Night, two Stars her radiant Eyes. 
Sally's feint Charms are pallid as the Moon, 
Molly's an Umber-Shade gilt by the Sun: 
This like the Lilh ſeems unſpotted fair, 
That like the purple Violet does appear; 
Molly's the ripen'd Autumn's Fruits imparts 
Sally like froſty Winter chills all Hearts, 
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She charms my Sight, yet ſhuns me, croſs and 
eo 
Molly Re ty to my Arms and melts i in Joy ; ; 


Then here I fix, ſince different each invites, - 
Sally my Days ſhall ſhare, Molly my Nights, 


0 
ö 
3 
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SYLVIAs RETREAT, 
4 $.0 NG. 


TLVIA, on her Arms reclining, | 
In a ſhady Grove's Retreat, 
Lay in looſe Attire deſigning, Fal, la, la, Sc. 
To avoid the ſultry Heat. 


II. | 
Tho? unveil'd, ſhe thought no Stander- 
By cou'd view the Jonely Fair, | | 
While young Zephyrs came and fann'd her, Fal, 
la, la, c. 
Beauteous Face with fragrant Air. 


III. 
There the bloomy Nymph lay panting, 
Sighing for her abſent Swain! 
There extended, ſhe lay wanting, Fal, la, la, &c. 
Him to caſe her Love- ſick Pain. 


- | IV. 
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Soon, the happy Youth who won her, 
To the kind Retreat drew near, 
And in Tranſport'gaz'd upon her, Fal, la, la, &c- 
Charms repos'd in Slumber there. 


V. 
Love perſuaded, *twas no Sin to 
Vent his Flames without Debate, 
So he boldly enter'd into, Fal, la, la, &c. 
Tales of Love with Sylvia ſtrait, 


CVU-E.1:D:k 0:3; 


A S Cupid wander'd out one Day, 
He by Misfortune loft his Way ; 

Aſk'd every Shepherd, that he met, 

If they could guide him to Love's Seat 

Says One, in Celia's Cheeks it lies, 

In Sapho's Neck, in Cloe's Eyes; 

Another — *twas in Silvia's Smiles, 

In Delia's Wit, in Laura's Wiles, 

Or in full Triumph did appear 

In Sally's flowing golden Hair. 


Amaz'd he knew not where to roam, 
Nor where to find a Friendly Home; 
The beamy Sun in Mid-day blaze 
Now parch'd the Earth with ſultry Rays, 
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When Clara ſhun'd his warm Approach, 
Undreſt and ſlumb' ring on a Couch, 
All bare her Limbs, —— The God afraid, 
Unknown had to her Chamber ftray'd, 
Fatigued with Travel, ſeeking Reſt, 
He lightly perch'd upon her Breaſt : 
Her flutt'ring Heart beat an Alarm, 
And wak'd each latent Grace and Charm; 
To ſhun the Power of her Eyes, 
Confus'd the little Wand'rer flies, | 
And ſtealing ſoftly from above, 
Pve found, ſays he, the Seat of Love: 0 
Venus ! Tis thy Idalian Grove. 


Fin 


To a ScoLD who happen'd to F 
COMPANY, 


ADAM your Mouth and A——e keep 
Time 'ſo well, 
I know not which in Merit does excel : 
But if I might my Judgment freely paſs, 
I think I'd give the Preference to your A——e: 
Your Words Abuſe, do modeſt Virtue fink, 
While gentle F-— ts do only bounce and {tink ; 
And if you wou'd my Maxims but obey, 
You'd never prattle any other Way ; 
For that Offence, but in a Room we find; 
Your talking Folly ſtinks to all Mankind. 


Vu 
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An O D E wt Mr. GK. 


Then I ſaid 1 e die a Batchelor, I did not 
think T ſhould live till 1 was married. 


Much Ado about Noddags 


©, no ; the Left-Hand Box in Blue ; 
There don't you ſee Her? See _ Pg: 
Nay, hang me if I tell? 
There's G in the Muſick Box; 


Watch but his Eyes ! 4— his Eyes! O 1 f 


Your Servant Ma'moiſelle ! 


But tell me, D, is it true? 
Lord help us! what will ſome Folks doll. 
How will they court this Stranger! 
What! ſairly taken in for Life, 
A ſober, ſerious, wedded Life, 
O, fie upon you, Ranger / 


The Clergy too have join'd the Cheat : 
A Papiſt! has he thought of that! 
Or means he to convert her ? 
Troth, Boy, unleſs your Zeal be ſtout, 
The Nymph may turn your Faith about, 
By Arguments experter. 


The Ladies pale, and out of Breath, 
Wild as the Witches in Macbeth, 


Aft 


x 
— oo 


* 
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Aſt if the Deed be done : 
T'll propheſy the Things they'll fay, 
+ For Tongues, you know, will run. 


And, it what other News d' ye hear? 
Married! — But don't you think, my Dear, 
He's' growing out of Faſhion 
People may fancy what they will, 
But Qu—u's the only Accor ftill, 
To touch the tender Paſſion, 


Nay, Madam, did you mind laſt Night 
His Archer, not a Line on't right ! 

I thought I heard ſome Hiſſes; 
Good Gd I if Billy M—!;, thought I, 
Or Billy H-v-rd, wou'd but try, 

They'd beat him all to Pieces, 


*T was prudent tho' to drop his Bays, 
And (entre nous) old C-bb-r ſays, 
He hopes he'll give up Richard. 
But then it tickles me to ſee, 
In Haſtings, ſuch a Shrimp as he, 
Attempt to raviſh Pr-ch-r4. 


The Fellow pleas'd me well enough, 
In — What d'ye call it, H—dl—y's Stuff; 
There's ſomething there like Nature. 
Juſt ſo in Life he runs about, 
Plays at Bo-peep, now in, now out, 
But hurts no mortal Creature. 


And 


1d 
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And then there's Belmont, to be ſarez 


O ho! my gentle Neddy M—re, 
How does my gbod Lord Mayor ? 
And have you left Cheapfide, my Dear? 
And will you write again next Year, 
To ew your Favourite Player? 


But 1 we own, is fine; 
Eumenes charms in every Line; 
How prettily he vapours ! 
So gay his Dreſs, ſo young his Look, 
One wou'd have ſworn *twas Mr. Coot, 
Or Mat——ws cutting Capers. 


Thus, D-, as the Ladies flout, 
And Councils hold at every Bout, 
To alter all your Plays; 
Y—tes ſhall be Benedi#Z next Year, 
M—klin, be Richard; Taſwell, Lear, 
And Kitty Cle be Bays. 


Two Parts they readily allow, 
Are yours ; but not one more they voy : 
And thus they'cloſe their Spight : 
You will be Sir John Brute, they ſay, 
A very Sir John Brute, all Day, 
And Fribble all the Night. 


But tell me, Fair Ones, is it ſo ? 
You all did love him once, we know, 


| . 


What 
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What then provokes your Gall? N 
Forbear to rail, I'll tell you why, | 
Quarrels may come, or Madam die, 
And then there's Hopes for all. 


And now a Word or two remains, 

Sweet D-—y, and I cloſe my Strains; 
Think well e'er you engage; 

Vapours and Ague Fits may come, 

And matrimonial Claims at home, 
Unnerve you for the Stage. 


* 
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- ut if you find your Spirits right, 
ft Your Mind at Eaſe, and Body tight, 
Take her, you can't do better ; 
A P—x upon the tattling Town ! 
The Fops that join to cry you down, 
Wou'd give their Ears to get her. 
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Then, if her Heart be good and kind, 
(And ſure that Face beſpeaks a Mind O 
As ſoft as Woman's can be) 
You'll grow as conſtant as a Dove, 
And taſte the purer Sweets of Love, 
Unviſited by R——ty, 
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By Dean SWI r. 


8 Thomas was cudgelled one Day by his 
Wife, 
He took to his Heels and ran for his Life: 
Tom's three deareſt Friends came by in the Squabble, 
And ſkreen'd him at once from the Shrew and the 
Rabble; 
Then ventur'd to give him ſome wholeſome Advice : 
But Tom is a Fellow of Humour ſo nice, 
Too proud to take Counſel, too wiſe to take 
Warning, 
He ſent to all Three a Challenge next Morning : 
He fought with all three, thrice ventur'd his Life, 


Then went home again, and was threſh'd by his 
Wife. | 


—__— 
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On one HunurfHREY BRIGS and his three 
Wrives. 


ERE lies Sarah, Mary, and Elizabeth 
Brigs, 


And Humphry their Huſband who humm'd all 
their Giggs. 
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On GIIES and Joan. 


We? ſays that Giles and Joan at Diſcord 
be, 


The obſerving Neighbours no ſuch Mood can ſee ; 
Indeed poor Giles repents he married ever, 

But that his Joan doth to; and Giles would never, 
By his free Will, be in Joan's Company; 

No more would Jaan he ſhould : Giles riſeth early: 
And having got him out of Doors is glad ; 

The like is aan But turning Home is ſad ; 

And ſo is Joan: Oft-times when Giles doth find 
Harſh Sights at Home, Giles wiſhes he were blind: 


All this doth Joan: Or, that his long-earn'd Life 


Were quite out ſpun: The like Wiſh hath his 
Wife. 
The Children that he keeps Giles ſwears are none 
Of his begetting; and ſo ſwears his Iran. 
In all Affections ſhe concurreth {till ; 
If now with Man and Wife to will and nill. 
The Self-ſame Things, a Note of Concord be, 
I know no Couple better can agree. 
* Ot. of Eye ret 4 Mal. , 


o 


EpITAPH on 4 Wife. 
E RE lies my poor Wife, without Bed or 


Blanket, 
But dead as a Door-nail, the good Lord be thank” 
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On a famous Toaſt at OXFORD. 


NE Stone now keeps Kitty down, 
Who when alive, mov'd half the Stones in 
Town. 


ata tht itt — 


—_— 


Written with the Earl of CHESTERF IELD'S 
Pencil. By Mr. Port. 


CCEPT a Miracle inſtead of Wit; 
See two dull Lines by Stanhope's Pencil writ, 


of Collin in Rage, contradicting his Wife, 

© You never yet told me one Truth in your 
Life.“ 

Vext Fanny no Way could this Theſis allow, 

You're a Cuckold, ſays ſhe, do tell a Truth 
now ? 


LiARs Compar'd. 


UCH a Liar is Tom, there's none can te 
faſter, 


Excepting his Maid, and ſhe'l lie with her Maſter. 
To 
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Ta Lap who. ſaid it was impoſſible to 
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find true Poetical Energy expreſſed in 


four Lines. 
(ann and Kings ſubmit to Beauty's 
Shrine, 


Venus, the only Goddeſs, is Divine; 


Nor Jove above, nor G- who rules this Land, 


The Force of theſe Initials can withſtand. 


On a C1vILIAN, 


| A, Haag, old, grave, grey-headed Sire 
Slid to a Wench to quench his Luſt's De- 


fire : 
She aſk'd him what Profeſſion he might be ? 
I am a Civil Lawyer, Child, quoth he. 
A Civil Lawyer, Sir? you make me muſe, 
Your Talk's too broad for Civil Men to uſe : 
If Civil Lawyers are ſuch bawdy Men, 
Oh what,. quoth ſhe, are other Lawyers then ? 


i, 
. 


— <4 


AB me ! quoth Betty, who could e'er have 
thought, 

Such Micchief could ariſe almoſt from Nought ? 

Which had ſhe known e'er ſhe began to ſwell, 


Each'Yard of Pleaſure ſhe'd have made an Ell. 8 
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14 Tranſla Nation in modern Engliſh of Mr. 
0 P 's Imitation of N 
ju | 

AY Oxford Scholar made a Gooſe his Prize, 

And hid it where the Garb W 

8 Thighs; 

Too weak the Buttons prov'd, the Gooſe too 

ſtrong, 


And burft its Jail as Ladies paſt along ; 

The Bill came bolting forth, a ruddy Sight, 

The Neck came after, long, and wund and 
— white; 

The Creature cackling, pertly rais'd its Head, 
The Lad look'd fooliſh, and the Women fled. 
O ſeſu! Siſter Moll, ſaid wanton Miſs, 


«© Is this the Thing wherewith they 050 to 


*£ *T'is better for to feed on Coals, or Chalk; 


« Than truſt to faithleſs Man who's Tail a” 
talk,” 


Thus Chaucer whilom did the Fair Arie, 
That Maids ſhould never ſport but with the 
Wiſe. 
With ay Conceit, the Bard his Story told, | 
Then left this Moral, worth its Weight in Gold: 
21 &« Pardie, Miſs Betty, thou didſt reaſon well; 
Ta & They bear the Gooſe about that love to tell.“ 
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To's Lax "fitting croſi-lagged for a 
Gentleman at CARDs. 


"HAT various Charms can Celia boaſt, 
Buy Nature how befriended ; 
Whoſe Legs are both a Charm, when croſs'd, 
And en when · extended ? ry 


ms 010 oy TED; 
Humbly preſented to the Teeth of Mr. R. T. 


hard- bound Muſe, with ſtraining and 
with Pain, 
With more than child- birth Throws, alas that voids 
Her ſtiff and filthy Excrements, accepts 
The Subject with affection kind, a kind 

Of love maternal, and thus tunes the Song: 


O T---D ! how highly art thou priz'd by Man ! 
The common Standard thou, by which he rates 
The worth of what deſerves his beſt Regards. 
Equal with thee the Courtier holds his Friends, 
The Man of Pleaſure her who made him happy, 
The Saint his Species, Moraliſt his God, 

And Virtue all, unprofitable Gueſt ! 


The 


The 
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The choiceſt Viands that luxurious Art 
Invents, are all for thee ; thee to produce 
Bend the full Tables at the, coftlieſt Banquet. 
To gain Materials for thy Fabric, Man 


Wears out his Life in labour ; thou'rt the End 
Of all: an Emblem thou how vain the Toils, 


The Pleaſures, Honours of the World below. 


Full oft we ſee thee lift thy curling Spire, 


Proud, o'er the Grave of thoſe who once were 
praia d, 


| When Flatt'ry's dumb, and from the Boule uns 


Tomb 


Time tears the Trophy, and blots out the Name 1 
Tbyſelf a Trophy, which the Carian Queen, 
Who fondly eat her Huſband, once preferr d-. 
Before the loftieſt Monument of Stone; | 


The grand Mauſoleum ſhe rejecting choſe 


To raiſc an humble Pyramid of I- d. 


The greateſt, proudeſt and the faireſt, deign 
Their Viſits to thy Shrine, thy Rites perform 
Daily and gladly too. The Monarch there 
Low- bending bows the Knee, nor Kings alone, 
But e' en Immortals think thee worth regard, 
For, of the Gods, as antient Bards have ſung, 
Some were een, Scavengers were ſome. 


Thou, in thy Paſſage thro' the human e 
Not idle, nor malevolent, impart'ft 


Beauty and Strength, the Glow of roſy Health, 
And force elaſtic of the ſinewy Limb, 
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When ripefot other State; Kal att NN 5 
Miles emeritus ; and i in regard 1 
Of this thy Bounty, With what Clutiorl we 
Shun to deface thy Form er ppi 
And N ſted/Frbni Wh + ample thee yo 
10 — 1 nivea 

Nor. yet thy Power of due hood departs; - 
Phebus his Influence joining, thee we find, 
In Herbs and Fruits unnumber'd, ſpread the Field; 
Whence future 'T---ds ſhall Phcenix-like l 
Born f ti Aſties, and a ſecond time 1 
Our Bodies paſs; for what is all our Food 
But revoluting T—d, fulfilling ſtill 3 - 
The Circle mark d by Heav'n ; The daintieſt Dame 
May thus the Beggar's T-d, in Herbs or Fruits, 
. Diſguis'd to her nice Mouth convey, and there 

Chew with high guſt, and from Reflection ſweet. 
Riſe with new Life, and bleſs the rich Repaſt. 


* * 
— 
4 * 
* 1 


Nor Food alone is T-—d; but Balſam too, 
Lenient to Wounds and Swellings, if the Noſe 
Have public Spirit, and ean bear ſmall ill! 
For ather Member's greater good; hence nam'd 
By grateful Baor, with rev'rence Pilgrim's Salve. 
More yet thy Praiſe my Muſe intended, but— _ 
My Subject works another Way it muſt be fo— _ 

1 ft uncaſy—T'm in haſte—let's ſee— 

I want ob, here oh no—this filthy Sheet 

I dawb'd een mo: do for Fodder. 
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When ripefor other State, thou art diſcharg'd 
Miles emeritus; and in regard 
Of this thy Bounty, 1 with what een e 
Shun to deface thy Form with Foot prophane, 
And tüm in aſted ftöm who trample thee | 
Nor. yet thy Pow! r of doing good "EY 
Phebus his Influence joining, thee we find, 
In Herbs and Fruits unnumber'd, ſpread the Field; | | 
Whence future 'T---ds ſhall Pheenix-like . / 
| 


Born of thy Aſhes, and a ſecond time j 
Our Bodies paſs ; for what is all our Food 4 
But revoluting T—d, fulfilling ſtill 8 


The Circle'mark*d by Heav*n ? The daintieſt Dame 
May thus the Beggar's Id, in Herbs or Fruits, 
Diſguis'd to her nice Mouth convey, and there 
Chew with high guſt, and from Reflection ſweet 
Riſe with new Life, and bleſs the rich Repaſt. 


Nor Food alone is Td, but Balſam too, 
Lenient to Wounds and Swellings, if the Noſe 


For ather Member's greater good; hence nam'd 
By grateful Boor, with rev'rence Pilgrim's Salve. 
More yet thy Praiſe my Muſe intended, bu. - 
My Subject works another Way—it muſt be ſo— 
I fit uneaſy—P'm in haſte—let's ſee— 5 
I want—ob, here — 0h no—this filthy Sheet 
I dawb'd already Graſs muſt do for Fodder. ; 


FINIS. 


